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DIAEY AND LETTERS 


OR 

THE AUTHOR OF “ EVELINA.” 

PART I. 

1789 . 

Kew Palace. 

Sunday, March Tst.— What a pleasure was miue this 
nioruiug! how solemn, but how grateful! The Queen 
gave me llie ^ Prater of Thanksgiving* upon the King's 
recovery. It was this niorniug read in all the churches 
throughout the metropolis, and by this day week it will 
reach every church in the kingdom. It kept tue in teai^ 
all the nmrning,—that such a moment should actually 
arrive 1 after fears so dreadfuh scenes so terrible. 

The Queen gave me a dozen, to distfibttte among the 
female servants: but I reserved one of them for dear 
Mr. Smelt, who took it from me in speechless extacy— 
his fine and feeling eyes swimming in tears of joy. 

There is no describing—and I will not attempt it—r 
the fullness, the almost overwhelming fullness of tbm$ 
momiog's thankful feelings! 

b2 
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Ae gKft)p*iificaUoa to see the honoured object 
■ )rab joy, minutes, in the Queen’s dressing- 

idl 'calmness and benevolent giaciuus- 
DeM< I fanobd my strong emuliun had djafigmed me; 
or peihaps the whule of tins lung cunhucmeiit and most 
affectiug winter may have suuiesvliat mat Led luy counte¬ 
nance ; for the King presently said to me. 

“ Piay, aie you quite well to-day f" 

** I think not quite, sir,” I answeied. 

“ She does not look well,” said he to the Queen; she 
looks a little— y^llov', i think.’’ 

How kind, to think of any body and their looks, at 
this first moment of reappearance! 

Z hear Major Pi ice is arrived, on a visit, to see his re¬ 
stored old master: with wbkt true joy will he sec that 
sight! Mr. Smelt told me, also, there would be no more 
private parties, as the King now seut for ull the gen¬ 
tlemen to join the Royal set at the card-table every 
evening. 

1 have much reason to be glad of this at present. 

On my return 1 found a letter fiom my dear M—, 
written on the day of her marriage; which was peifoimed 
at Bath, whence she set out for her fatbei’s house. Her 
letter is dated on the toad. 

Wednesday, March 4th. —A message fiom Mrs. 
Scfaweltenberg this morning, to ask me to an with her, le- 
ceived my most reluctant acquiescence; for the fiost is 
so eevere that any tur, without exercise, is terrible to 
me; though, were Aer atmosphere milder, the ligour of 
the season I might not regaid. 

When we came to the passage, the carriage was not 
raedy. marmured most vehemently; and so bitterly 
eokt was I, 1 could heartily have joined, bad it answered 
any imrpoie. 
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■ While thus bad was mak»g worae| a ^art; of gentle' 
men in uniform passed; and presetili^,^r. Fairty, 
looking towards us, exclaimed, ** Is that—It is Miss 
Bume;: I must just ask her bow she dbes*!-*^” jiad, 
quitting the group, he came to me with a thousand kind 
inquiries. 

lie was then entering still further into conversation; 
but 1 drew back, alaimcd, lest, not having noticed my 
companion, he should unknowingly incense her by this 
distinction. Still, however, be went on, till I looked full 
round at Mis. Schwelicnbeig, who was standing, loftily 
silent, only a few steps above me. 

He then addiesscd her; whether he had not seen or 
had not cared about her befoie, 1 know not She in* 
staiitly began a pioud accusation of her servants, protest* 
ing slie had never met such a thing before as to wait for 
such people ; but made no answer to Ins tardy salutation. 

Just as well content, he heaid her without reply, and, 
letuiniug to me, renewed bis attempt at conversation. 
More loftily tlian ever, sh; then drew up, and uttered 
aloud the most impeiious leproaches, on the unexampled 
beliavioui oi her people, who were never while diey lived 
again to have power to make her wait “ notone moment” 

Frightened at this using storm, I endeavoured to turn 
towaids her, and engage her to join lu other discourse; 
but Mr. Faiily did not second my motion, and 1 ob> 
tamed no other notice than, ‘^O, ver well! when they 
will serve me so, they might see what will become!—no I 
It IS not permit !—” &c. 

In the midst of this. Colonel Goldsworthy appeared; 
be came forward, with Hoto do's f —but Mrs. Scbwellen^ 
berg called him to her, with unusual civility, and many 
kind luquines about hia suter. 

In this cold passage we waited in this miaerable matt* 
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a full quarter of aii hour; all the time scolding the 
servants, threatening them with exilny sending message 
after message, repining, thwarting, and contentious. 

Now we were to go and wait in the King’s rooms—now 
in the Gendemen's—now in Dr. Willis’s—her own,— 

and this, in the end, took place. 

* ' * * * • 

In our way we again encountered Mr. Fairly. He 
asked where we were going. ‘‘To my own parlour!’' 
she answered. 

He accompanied us in j and, to cheer the gloom, seized 
some of tlte stores of Dr. Willis,—sandwiches, wine and 
water, and other refreshments,—and brought them to us, 
one after another, in a sportive manner, recommending to 
us to break through common rules, on such an occasion, 
and eat and drink to warm ourselves. 

She stood in stately silence, and bolt upright, scarce 
deigning to speak even a refusal; till, upon his saying, 
while be held a glass of wine in his hand, “ Come, ma’am, 
do something eccentric for ouce—it will warm you!—” 
she angrily answered, “ You been reely —what you call— 
too much hospital! ” 

Neither of us could help laughing,—“ Yes,” cried he, 
“ with the goods of others;—that makes a wide differ¬ 
ence iu hospitality 1 ” 

Then he rattled away upon the honours the room had 
lately received, of having bad Mr. F^tt, the Cliaocellor, 
Archbishop of Canterbury, &c., to wait in it. 

This she resented highly, as seeming to think it more 
honoured in her absence than presence. 

At length we took our miserable airing, in which I was 
treated with as much fierce harshness as if 1 was convey¬ 
ing to some place of confinement for the punishment of 
auiue dreadful offence I 
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She M’ould have the glass down on m; side; the pierc*- 
ing wind cut my face; I put my muff up to it: this iti> 
censed her so much, that slie vehemently declared sh<! 
never, no never, M'ould trobble any toon to air witl) her 
again, but go always seifs.”—And who will repine at 
that? thought I. 

Yet by night I had caught a violent cold, which flew 
to my face, and occasioned me dreadful pain. 

Tuesday, March IOth. —I have been in too mucli 
pain to write these lost five days; and I became very 
feverish, and uiilversnliy ill, affected with the fury of the 
cold. 

My Royal Mistress, who could not but observe me 
very unwell, though I have never omitted my daily three 
attendances, nhich I have performed with a difficulty all 
but insurmountable, concluded I had been guilty of dome 
imprudence; 1 told the simple fact of the glass,—but 
quite simply, and without one circumstance. She in¬ 
stantly said she was surprised I could catch cold in an 
airing, as it never appeared that it disagreed with me 
when I took it with Mrs. Delany. ■ 

‘‘No, ma’am,” I immediately answered, “ nor with 
Mrs. Lock; nor formerly with Mrs. Thralebut they 
left me the regulation of the glass on my own side to 
myself; or, if they interfered, it was to draw it up for me.” 

This I could not resist. I can be silent; but. when 
^alleiiged to speak at all, it must be plain truth. 

I had no answer. Illness here—till of late—has 
been so unknown, that it is commonly supposed it must 
be wilful, and therefore it meets little notice, till accom¬ 
panied by danger, or incapacity of duty. This is by no 
means from hardness of heart—far otherwise ; there is 
no hardness of heart in any one of them ; but it is pfejju- 
dice and want of persoual experience.. 
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Tuesday, March 10th. —This was a day of happi¬ 
ness indeed!—a day of such heartfelt public delight as 
could not but suppress all piivate disturbance. 

The King sent to open the House of Lords by Coui- 
niission. 

The general illumination of all London proved the 
universal joy of a thankful and most afTectionate people, 
v^ho have shown so largely, on tliis trying occasion, how 
well they merited the monarch thus benignantly pre¬ 
served. 

The Queen, from her privy purse, gave private orders 
for a splendid iilumiDation at this palace : Rebecca 
painted a beautiful transparency; and Mr. Smelt had the 
regulation of the whole. 

The King—Providence—Health—and Britannia, were 
displaced with elegant devices: the Queen and Prin¬ 
cesses, all but tho youngest, went to town to see the illu¬ 
mination there; and Mr. Smelt was to conduct the sur¬ 
prise.—It was magnificently beautiful. 

When it was lighted and prepared, the Princess Ame¬ 
lia went to lead her Papa to the front window: but first 
she dropped on* her kntes, and presented him a paper 
with these lines—which, at the Queen’s desire, 1 bad 
scribbled in her name, for the happy occasion :— 


TO THE KING. 

Amid a rspt’rous nation’s praise 
That sees Thee to their prayers restor’d. 
Tarn gently from the gen'ral blaze,— 

Thy Charlotte woos her bosom’s lord. 

Turn and behold where, bright and clear, 
Depictur’d with transparent art. 

The emblems of her thoughts appear. 

The tribute of a grateful heart. 
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O I small the tribute, were it weigh’d 
With all she feels—or half she owes! 

But noble minds are best repaid 
From the pure spring whence bounty flows. 

Pe S. The little beai'er begs a kiss 

From dear Papa, for bringing this. 

I need not, 1 think, tell you, the little hearer begged 
nut in vuin. The King was extremely pleased. He came 
iiitu a room belonging to the Princesses, in which we had 
a party to look at the illuminations, and there he stayed 
above an hour; cheerful, composed, and gracious! all 
that could merit the great national testimony to his worth 
this day paid him. 

Lady Eftingliam, Major Price, Dr. Willis, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Smelt, made the party; with the sweet little 
Piiiicess till her bed-time, Miss Gouime, &c. 

The Queen and Princesses did not return from town 
till one in the inoriiiiig. They were quite enchanted with 
the glorious sceue they bad been beholding. 

Wednesday, March 11th.— This morning our be¬ 
loved Sovereign, reinstated in all bis dignities, received 
the Address of the Lords and Commons, in person, upon 
his recovery. 

The Queen, too, saw some of the foreign ministers, on 
the same joyful occasion. All was serene gaiety and 
pleasure! 

At night the Princess Elizabeth came to call me to the 
Queen. Her Majesty was in the drewiog-rooxn, wit^ the 
King, Princesses, Lady Pembroke, Mr. Smelt, and Dr. 
Willis. She immediately communicated to me her gra¬ 
cious permission that I should spend the next day in 
town, sleep at my father’s, and return on Friday evening. 

On Saturday we are all to take leave of Kew. 
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Thursday, March —I set out as early as 1 ■ 

was able, in a post-chaise, with Columb on horseback. 
On the road we overlook the King;, witli Mr. Fairly, Co¬ 
lonels Manners, Gwynn, and Goldsworthy, and Major 
Price. 

1 stopped the chaise ; but the King rode up to it, and 
asked me how long I should slay in town, and how long 
it was since I had seen my father? When 1 answered five 
months, O poor soul! ” he e.<(clainicd, and then lei 
me go on. 

How did I rejoice to see my dearest father 1 

Friday evening I returned to Kew. 


Qti«nri Tx)df^, Windsor. 

Saturday, March Hth. —^This morning we returned 
to W'iiidsor, with what different sensations from those with 
which we left it! All illness over, all feurs removed, all 
sorrows lightened! The King was so well as to go on 
horseback, attended by a large party of gentlemen. 

Mrs. Scbwclleiibcrg went to town to spend some days. 
Miss Plaiita only accompanied me: Mr. and Mrs. Smelt, 
on invitation by the King, came also to W indsor for a 
week. The Queen was all graciousness: everything and 
everybody were suiiling and lively. 

All W'iudsor came out to nieel the King. It was a joy 
amounting to extacy; I could not keep my eyes dry all 
day long. A scene so reversed! sadness so sweetly ex’ 
changed for thankfulness and delight! 

I Jiad a charming party to dinner; Mr. and Mrs. Smelt 
and the Bishop of Worcester joining Mr. De Lnc and 
Miss Planta. Recovery was all the talk; there could be 
DO other theme. 

The town of Windsor had subscribed forty guineas for 
fireworks, to celebrate the return of Uio King; the Royal 
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Famil}' were to see them from Mrs. Scliwellenbprg’s bed¬ 
room, which looked directly upon them; and Mr. Smelt 
begged to see them from mine, which is hnmediaicly under 
that of Mrs. Schwelleuberg. 

Sunday, March 15th. —llin King this morning re¬ 
newed his public service at church, by taking the Sacra¬ 
ment at eight o’clock. All his gentlemen attended him. 
The Queen, Princesses, and household went ut the usual 
time. Bishop Hurd preached an excellent sermon, 
with one allusion to (he King's recovery, delicately 
tonched and quickly passed over. 

'I'he excellent Bishop and Mr. SiueU again dined with 
us. The Bishop preferred our quiet table to the crowd 
now belonging to that of the equerries. We had some 
very good treatises upon society, between him and Mr. 
Smelt, lie protestei) he never choxc to meet more than 
xix, and thought all added to tliut number created con¬ 
fusion and destroyed elegance. 

At tea, they all poured in j except that I was deprived 
of poor Mrs. Smelt, who was not well. Miss Planta was 
iny only belle; my beaux were as numerous as yesterday, 
but not as cheerful. I was completely overset^ in the 
very beginning, by hearing, from Colonel Manners, that 
the King had actually and publicly declared his intention, 

A 

to his gentlemen, of going to Germany this summer! 

A general inquiry went round, of who would form the 
party; Major Price confessed himself invited. No one 
else knew their destiny, but Miss Planta expected they 
would all go. 

We were now joined by Dr. John Willis, and the cler¬ 
gyman, Mr. Thomas, his brother; two as amiable men 
as live. 

Dr. John came, and took up my attention fur the rest 
of the tea-time. 
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Ill the, midst of the tea, entered Madame La Fite. 
She approached me with such expressions of delight and 
joy, as my Susan—my Fredy—Miss Cambridge—would 
have tliought highly unseasonable to utter, after any 
absence whatever, in so full a company of gentle¬ 
men. “ Ma chere Mademoiselle Beumi!—ma tres chere 
amie!—** Stc.: yet all the lime, far from being betrayed 
involuntarily into this extacy, her eyes roved so round to 
all the company, to see if they witnessed her rapture, that 
sfae.tru]y never found a moment to examine how its ob¬ 
ject received it! 

This sort of display of. sensibility always locks it up in 
tliose who perceive it: 1 was cold as marble, and com¬ 
pletely ashamed. 

General Grenville,'and the ofltcers of his regiment, the 
Welsh Fusileers, now quartered at Windsor, propose 
giving a ball next week, in honour of His Majesty’s re¬ 
covery. He invited all the company, and most of them 
accepted the invitation. 

When the Royal Family went to supper, Humphries 
came to tell me Miss Egerton wished to see me;—she had 
been of. the evening party, and promised to dine with me 
next day. She is amongst the few of undoubted ad¬ 
mission here. 


Mias Burney to Mrs. - 

March 16, 1789. 

-I thought with greatly added satisfaction, 

from what the last letter contains, of Mr-'s religious 

principles. There, indeed, you have given a basis to my 
hopes of your happiness, that no other consideration could 
have given me. To have him good is very important to 
me: to have you impressed with bis goodness, 1 bad 
almost said, is yet more so. 
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Only guard yourself, all you can, from ruminathxg, too 
deeply, and from indulging every rising emotion, whether 
of pain or pleasure- You are all made up with pro¬ 
pensities to both; I see it with concern, yet with added 
tenderness: see it also yourself^ and it can do no evil. 
We are all more in our own power than we think, till we 
tn/, or are tried. To calm your too agitated mind, must 
be uppermost in your thoughts pray for strength to do 
it, and you will not be denied it:—but pray, I beg you: 
—it will not come without prayer, and prayer will im¬ 
press you with the duty of exertion. 


Miss Burney to the same: 

Queetif Lodge, Wuideor, March 17, *99. 

How tranquillizing a letter, my sweet friend, have 
you at last sent me! I read it with the highest satisfac¬ 
tion, and I have dwelt upon it with constant pleasure 
ever since. What you tell me of Mrs. ——’s kindness 
and attention could not indeed surprise me, but my best 
gratification from them arises in your grateful acceptance. 
When you tell me you have not known so much comfort 
for time immemorial, you show that right disposition to 
be happy which forms one of the principal powers for 
becoming so. I do indeed flatter myself that now, since 
your destiny in this world is fixed, your mind will con¬ 
tinue in the same serene state in which you describe it; 
for I know yoor sense of duty (may I say so to a 
married tcoman ?), and I know the excellent resolutions 
with which you began your new course of life; and 
contentment and cheerfulness are so much in our own 
power, though high felicity depends upon circumstances, 
that whoever is earnestly bent on making the happiness 
of others their first care must attain them. And such, 
I know, was the generous intention with which you set 
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out; an intenlioii which, well supported, never, I believe, 
failed of preserving the most grateful affection in the 
object towards whom it is directed. And you, ray dear 

M-, I well know, have a thousand powers for keeping 

awake at the same time the most lively admiration. 
And you will not let them languish because yon are 
married} for you require affection and kindness; they 
are necessary to your peace; you ha%’e enjoyed them in 
full sway all the best and happiest part of your life, and 
you could do nothing to diminish them that would not 
chiefly end in punishing yourself. No, no; 1 do not fear 
this from you, common as is the fault. Your ))Oor mind 
has been tutored,— torn rather,—in the school of early 
adversity, and you will not yourself roughen the harbour 
that byings you to rest. 

We have lived in much hurry since 1 wrote last, 
though, thank Heaven, of a sort the most pleasant. Tlie 
recovery of the King is a blessing unspeakable fioth in 
its extent and force. He little before knew the general 
loyalty and attachment of the nation. The nation knew 
it r.ot, indeed, itself. 

The Bishop of Worcester has been here to give His 
Majesty the Sacrament, and inquired much about you. 

Adieu, my dearest M-; 1 entreat to hear from 

you as soon and as often as you can. 1 know how 
much you must be engaged for some time to come, and 
short letters shall content me till you have leisure to 
lengthen them. But tell me* where you are as imme¬ 
diately as possible. Heaven ever bless you! 

F. B. 


Wednesday, March 18th. —^To-day,—suddenly and 
unexpectedly, — returned Mrs. Schwellenberg. Our 
'dinner and coffee were altered sufficiently: only Miss 
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Planta attended them; and all returned to gloom and 
discontent. 

But at tea she declined appearing, not having lime to 
dress. 1 came down to my own room, about seven o’clock^ 
to get a little breathing time, and send to invite Miss 
Egerton, to help me in doing the honours to this Jnst eveu- 
iiig of so large a tribe: i well knew none of the household 
ladies would venture without another invitation.* 

I had just sent off Colunab, when a little rap announced 
Mr. Fairly, who came in, saying, “ I am escaped for a 
little while, to have some quiet conversation with you, 
before the general assemblage and storm of company.” 

I hastily told him to guess who was above; he did 
presently,—and not very sorrowfully heard she came not 
below. 

He then gravely said, “To-morrow I shall take leave 
of you—for a long time!” 

He intended setting off to-morrow morning lor town, 
by the opportunity of the equerries’ coach, which would 
convey him to Kew, where His Majesty was to receive 
an address. 

He told me, with a good deal of humour, that he sus¬ 
pected me of being rather absent in my official occu¬ 
pation, from little natural care about toilettes and such 
things. I could not possibly deny this,—on the contrary, 
I owned 1 had, at firat, found my attention umitlainahle, 
partly from flutter and embarrassment, and partly from 
the reasons he so discerningly assigned. “ I have even,” 
I added, “ and not seldom, banded her her fan before 
her gown, and her gloves before her cap!—but I am 
better in all that now!” 

“ 1 should think all tha tvery likely,” cried he, smiling •, 
“ yet it is not very trifling with Her Majesty, who is so 
exact and precise, such things seem to her of moment.” 
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This is truth itself. 

1 said, No,—she is more gracious, more kind, indeed, 
to me than ever: she scarce speaks, scarce turns to me 
without a smile.'’ 

" Well,” cried he, extremely pleased, “ this must much 
soften your employment and ronBnement. And, indeed, 
it was most natural to expect this time of distress should 
prove a eement.” 

In (wo minutes more Miss Egerton came, and we went 
to the eating parlour, where we were speedily joined by 
the whole party. 

Colonel Manners produced me some notes from Dr. 
Glasse, that were meant for the eye of the King, and con¬ 
sulted how to manage them. He then showed me a 
prayer, made upon the King’.s recovery, by the clergyman 
of his own living, in Lincolnshire: Mr. W^illis abused it 
very much, as being methodLstical, and assured me so was 
its writer. Lady Robert Manners, mother of the Colonel, 
is a professed Methodist, and the Colonel has an occa¬ 
sional bias that way, which T think will end hereafter in 
that persuasion. 

Thursday, March 19tu. —This morning their Ma¬ 
jesties went to Kew, to receive addresses from the City, 

on the King’s recovery. 

* ♦ ♦ * » 

Queen’s Lodge, Windsor. 

The rest of this month I shall not give by daily dates, 
but by its incidents. 

Our party was now much lessened. Colonel Golds¬ 
worthy made bis retreat on the same day wjth Mr. Fairly, 
and some of the rest dropped off daily, till only Colonel 
Manners, who was in waiting, and General Lascelle8,and 
Dr. John and Mr. Willis, with Major Price, remained. 

The officers of the Welsh Fusileers “ presented their 



1789] OF THE AUTHOR OF BVEUNA. 17 

compliments to me, ki a card, to invite me to their ball; 
and as it was given on so joyful an occasion, and General 
Grenville was the commanding officer, I received her 
Majesty's directions to go* So did Miss Pianta nud the 
ladies of the T^wer Lodee. 

Mrs. Douglas called to carry Miss Pianta and me. 
Tell me if I have introduced that lady to you ? She is 
wite to the Bishop of Carlisle, who is aUo our Dean of 
Windsor. 

All Windsor, and almost all Berkshire, assembled on 
this occasion ; of course there was no lack of chattery and 
chatterers. I would not dance. General Grenville did 
the liouours in offering partners; and Colonel Balfour, 
colonel of the regiment, j/roposed himself. However, 
tliese were soon answered, and glad to offer their services 
to the rest of their numerous claimants. 

Alt the rest of our household were there. Lord Har^ 
court came and showed me a new medallion, just |)re~ 
seiited him by the Queen, with a Latin inscription iti 
honour of the King’s recovery. He called himself 
master of ilie order, from receiving the Brst in the distri¬ 
bution. “ Though,” he added, “ I am a very singular 
courtier, for I have been one, hitherto, without either 
profits or honours.” 

N ot so singular, thought I; for whoever makes a 
speech such as that, is in secret waiting for both. 

1 asked him, in a line of his favourite Mason, if he 
meant to " weave the light dance, in festive freedom gay ?” 
“ No,” he said ; but this opened to much talk upon his 
friend, who is pretty avowedly no courtier at all! 

I think I need not mention meeting,my beloved Fredy 
in town, on our delightful excursion thither for the Grand 
Restoration Drawing Room, in which the Queen received 

VOL. V. c 
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the compHojents and congratulations of almost all the 
court part of the nation. 

Miss Cambridge worked me, upon this occasion, a suit, 
in silks upon tiffany, most excessively delicate and pretty, 
and much admired by her Majesty. * 

All I shall mention of this town visit is, tliat, the day 
after the great drawing-room, Miss Tuzilicr, for the first 
time since 1 have been in office, called upon me to inquire 
after the Queen. Miss Tryon, and Mrs. Tracey, and 
Mrs. Fielding, were with her. 

She looked serious, sensible, interesting. 1 thought in¬ 
stantly of the report concerning Mr. Fairly, and of his 
disavowal: but it was singular that the only time she 
opened her mouth to speak was to name him! Miss 
Tryon, who chatted incessantly, had spoken of the great 
confusion at the drawing-room, from the crowd; “ It 
was intended to be better regulated,” said Miss F. 

Mr. Fairly told me.” 

She dropped her eye the moment she had spoken his 
name. After this, as before it, she said nothing. 


On our return to Windsor we soon lost more of our 
party. The excellent Mr. and Mrs. Smelt left us first. 
1 was truly sorry to part with them; and Mr. Smelt held 
a long confidential conference with me on the morning he 
went: he told me kis plan also of retiring, to finish his 
life in the bosom of his children, in the north. When 1 
expressed my inevitable concern, though unmixed with a 
shadow of remonstrance against a scheme so natural, 
right, and happy, he spoke to me iu warmer terms than 
ever before dropped from him, of kind personal regard; 
and he finished it with laughingly exclaiming, " Your whole 
conduct, io this trying situation, has appeared to me per¬ 
fection. There 1 now it’s all out!—and I don’t know 
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how it came to pass, for I never mentioned to you before 
how much I both love aud honour yon.” 

Thi.s would not lighten the projected separation; yet 
would I not, for the universe, even retard either of the 
retirements now planned by my two kind and most va> 
hiable supporters during the confinement I have endured. 

Major Price also returned to his cottage: 1 miss him, 
and grieve most to lose him, as he, I know, loves the 
sejovTs and wishes to remain near the King. 

Mr. George Villiers, a younger brother of Lord Cla- 
londun, was now here as groom of the bedchamber. lie 
is very clever, somewhat cavslique, but so loyal and 
vehement in the King’s cause, that he has the appellation, 
fmin his party, of Thr Tiger. He would not obtain it 
for his persoit, which is remarkably slim, slight, and 
delicate. 


Miss Burney to Mrs. Lock. 

Kew, Apil, 1796. 

My dearest Friends,—I have her Majesty’s commands 
to inquire—whether you have any of a certain breed of 
poultry ? 

N .B. What breed-1 do not remember. 

.And to say she has just received a small group of the 
same herself. 

N.B. The quantity I have forgotten. 

.And to add, she is assured they are something very 
rare and scarce, and extraordinary and curious. 

N.B. By whom she was assured I have not heard. 

And to subjoin, that you must send word if you have 
any of the same sort. 

N.B. How you are to 6nd that out, I cant\ot tell. 

And to mention, as a corollary, that, if you have none 
of them, and should like to have some, she has a cock and 

c 2 
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a hen she can spare, and will appropriate them to Mr. 
Lock and m; dearest Fredy. 

This conclusive stroke so pleased and exhilarated me, 
that forthwith 1 said you would both be enchanted, and 
80 forgot aU the preceding pardculars. 

And 1 said, moreover, that I knew yon would rear 
them, and cheer them, and fondle them like your chit* 
dren. 

So now—pray wiite a very fair anwrer fairly, in fair 
hand, and to fair purpose. 

My Susanna is just now come—so all is fair with 
my dearest Mr. and Mrs. Lock's 

F. B. 


Queen't Lodge, WiiulMr. 

April. —I shall abbreviate this month also of its chro¬ 
nological exactness. 

The same gentlemen continued. Colonel Manners and 
Mr. G. Villiers. But Mrs. Schwellenberg is softened into 
nothing but civility and courtesy to me. I'o what the 
change is owing I cannot conjecture; but 1 do all that in 
me lies to support it, preferring the entire sacrifice of 
every moment, from our dinner to twelve at night, to her 
harshness and horrors. Nevertheless, a lassitude of ex¬ 
istence creeps sensibly upon me. 

Colonel Manners, however, for the short half-hour of 
tea-time, is irresistibly diverting. He continues my con¬ 
stant friend and neighbour, and, while he affects to flay 
off the coadjutrix to advantage, he nods at me, to draw 
forth my laughter or approbation, with the most alarming 
undisguise. 1 often fear her being affronted; but natu¬ 
rally she admires him very much for bis uncommon share 
of beauty, and makes much allowance for his levity. 
However, the never-quite-comprehended affair of the 
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leather bed-cover has in some degree intimidated her ever 
since, as she constant); apprehends that, if he were pro* 
voked, he would play her some trick. 

He had been at White's ball, given in town upon His 
Majesty's recovery. We begged some account of it: he 
ranted away with great Huency, uttering little queer sar¬ 
casms at Mrs. Schwellenberg by every opportunity, and 
colouring vihen he had done, with private fear of enraging 
her. This, however, she suspected not, or all his aim had 
been lost; for to alarm henis his delight. 

" I liked it all,” he said, in summing up his relation, 
•' very well, except the music, and I like any caw—caw— 
caw, better than that sort of noise,—only you must not tell 
the King 1 say that, ma'am, because die King likes it.” 

She objected to the word ** must not," and protested 
she would not be directed by no one, and would tell it, if 
site pleased. 

Upon this, he began a most boisterous threatening of 
tho evil consequences which would accrue to herself, 
though in so ludicrous a manner, that how she could 
suppose him serious was my wonder. "Take care of 
yourself, ma’am,” he cried, holding up his Unger as if 
menacing a child; "take care of yourself! 1 am not to 
be provoked twice I” 

This, after a proud resistance, conquered her; and, 
really frightened at she knew not what, she fretfully ex* 
claimed, " Ver well, sir!—I wish I had not comm down! 
.1 won’t no more! you might have your tea when you can 
get it!” 

Returning to his account, he owned he had been rather 
a little musical himself for once, which was when they all 
sang*'God save the King,” after the supper; for then 
he joined in the chorus, as well and as loud as any of them, 
"though some of the company,” he added, “took the 
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liberty to ask me not to be so loud, because they pre¬ 
tended I was out of tune; but it was in such a good 
cause that [ did not mind that." 

She was no sooner recovered than the attack became 
personal ag^in; and so it has continued ever since: he 
seems bent upon playhig her off" in all manners; he 
braves her, theu compliments her, assents to her opinion, 
and the next moment contradicts her; pretends uncom¬ 
mon friendship for her, and then laugiis in her face. But 
his worst manoeuvre is a perpetual application to me. by 
looks and sly glances, which hli me with terror of passing 
for an accomplice; and the more, as I find it utterly im¬ 
possible to keep grave during these absurdities. 

And yet, the most extraordinary part of the story is 
that she really likes him! though at times she is so angry, 
she makes vows to keep to her own room. 

Mr. George Viltiers, with far deeper aim, sneers out his 
own more artful satire, but is never understood; while 
Colonel Manners domineers with so high a hand, he 
carries all before him; and whenever Mrs. Schwellen- 
berg, to lessen her mortification, draws me into the ques¬ 
tion, he instantly turns off whatever she begins into some 
high-flown complimeDt, so worded also as to convey 
some comparative reproach. This offends more than 
all. 

When she complains to me of him, in his absence, 1 
answer be is a mere schoolboy, for mischief, without 
serious design of displeasing: but she tells me she sees 
he means to do her some harm, and she will let the King 
know, if he goes on at that rate, for she does not choose 
such sort qH fimiliameis. 

Once she apologised suddenly for her English, and 
Colonel Manners said, “ O, don't mind that, ma’am, for I 
take no particular notice as to your language." 
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" But,” sajs she, “ Miss Berner might tell me, when I 
speak it sometimes not quite right, what you call.” 

“ 0 dear no, ma’am 1” exclaimed he; “ Miss Burney is 
of too mild a disposition for that: she could not correct 
you strong enough to do you good.” 

“ Oil!—ver well, sir I” she cried, confounded by his 
effrontery. 

One day she lamented she had been absent when there 
was so much agreeable company in the house; ** And 
now,” she added, ** now that 1 am comm back, here is 
nobody!—not one!—no society!” 

He protested this was not to be endured, and told her 
that to reckon a// u$ nobody was so bad, he should re« 
sent it. 

“Whatwill you do, my good Colonel?” she cried. 

** O ma’am, do will tell Dr. Davi.s.” 

**And who bin he?” 

“Why, lie’s the master of Eton school, ma’am!” with 
a thundering bawl in her ears, that made her stop them. 

“No, sir!” she cried, indignantly, “I thank you for 
that! 1 won't have no Dr. schoolmaster, what you call! I 
bin too old fur that.” 

“ But, ma'am, he shall bring you a Latin oration upon 
this subject, and you must hear it!” 

“ O, 'tis all the sam! 1 shan’t not understand it, so 1 
won’t not hear it.” 

“ But you must, ma’am. If I write it, 1 sha’nt let 
you oflF so:—^you must hear it!” 

“ No, I uion't /—Miss Berner might,—give it Aer.*” 

“ Does Miss Burney know Latin ?” cried Mr. G. 
Villiers. 

“ Not one word,” quoth I. 

“ 1 believe ibat 1” cried she; ” but she might hear it 
the sam 1” 
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* * 9 * * 

The Queeu graciously presented me with an extremely 
pretty medal of green and gold, and a motto, Viva le Boi, 
upon the Thaiiksgiviug occasion, as well as a fan, oina- 
roented with the words —Health restored to one, and 
happiness to millions. 

May.— 1 must give the few incidents of this month in 
all brevity. 

On the 2nil of May I met Colonel Manners, waiting 
at the corner of a passage leading towards the Queen's 
apartments. Is the King, ma’am,” he cried, “ there ? 
because Prince William is come.” 

I had heard he was arrived in town,—and with much 
concern, since it was without leave of the King. It was 
in the illness, indeed, of the King he sailed to England, 
and when he had probably all the excuse of believing 
his Royal Rather incapable of further governance. How 
did I grieve for the feelings of that Royal Father, in 
this idea! yet it certainly offers for Prince William 
his best apology. 

In the evening, while Mrs. SeWeUenberg, Mrs. Za- 
cliary, and myself were sitting in the' eating parlour, the 
door was suddenly opened by Mr. Alberts, the Queen’s 
page, and “ Prince William” was announced. 

He came to see Mrs. Schwelleoberg. He is hand¬ 
some, as are all the Royal Family, though he is not* of 
a height to be called a good figure. He looked very 
hard at the two strangers, but made us all sit, very civilly, 
and drew a chair for himself, and began to discourse, with 
the most unbounded openness and careless ease, of every¬ 
thing that occurred to him. 

Mrs. Scliwellenberg said she hud pitied him for the 
grief he must have felt at the news of the King’s illness: 
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“ Yes,” cried he, " 1 was very sorry for His Majesty, 
veiy sorry indeed,—^no man loves the King better; of 
that be assured. But all sailors love their King. And 
I felt for the Queen, too,—I did, faith. I was horridly 
agitated when I saw the King first. 1 could hardly 
stand.” 

Then Mrs. Schwellcuberg suddenly said, " Miss Ber¬ 
ner, now you might see his Royal Highness; you wanted 
it so nioch, and now you might do it. Your Royal 
Highness, that is Miss Berner.” 

He rose very civilly, and bowed, to this strange freak 
of an introduction ; and, of course, I rose and conrtsied 
low, and waited bis commands to sit again ; which were 
given instantly, uith great courtesy. 

“ Ma’anj,” cried he, you have a brother in the ser¬ 
vice ? ” ‘‘ Yes, Sir,” I answered, much pleased with this 
professional attentiou. He had not, he civilly said, the 
pleasure to know him, but he bad heard of him. 

Then, turning suddenly to Mrs. Schwellenberg, 
‘‘ Pray,” cried he, what is become of Mrs.—Mrs.— 
Mrs. Hogcutot?” 

“ O, your Royal Highness!” cried she, stilling much 
offence, “ do you mean the poor Haggerdorn?-rO your 
Royal Highness ! have you forgot her?” 

‘‘ 1 have, upon my word 1 ” cried he, plumply; “ upon 
my soul, I have! ” Theu turning again to me, “ I am 
very happy, ma’am,” he cried, “ to see you here; it gives 
me great pleasure the Queen should appoint the sister of 
a sea-oflScer to so eligible a situation. As long as she 
has a brother in the service, ma’am,” cried he to Mrs. 
Schwellenberg, I look upon her as one of us. O, faith 
1 do ! I do indeed ! she is one of the corps.” 

Then he said he had been making acquaintance'with a 
new Princess,one he did not know nor remember—Prin- 



26 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part I 


cess Amelia. ‘‘ Mary, too," he said, ‘‘ I had quite forgot; 
and they did not tell me Vrho she was; so I went up to 
her, and, without in the least recollecting her, she’s so 
monstrously grown, I said, ' Pray, ma’am, are you one of 
the attendants ? ’ ’’ 

Princess Sophia is his professed favourite. 1 have 
had the honour,” be cried, “ of about an hour’s conversa, 
tion with that young lady, in the old style; though I have 
given up my mad frolics now. To be sure, I had a few 
in that style formerly!—upon my word 1 am almost 
ashamed!—Ha! ha! ha!" 

Then, recollecting particulars, he laughed velicmeiitiy, 
but Mrs. Schwellenbcrg eagerly interrupted his commu> 
nications; I fancy some of them might have reluted to 
our own sacred person I 

“ Augusta,” he said, " looks very well,—a good face 
and countenance,—she looks interesting,—she looks as if 
she knew more than she would say; and 1 like that cha • 
racter.” 

He stayed a full hour, chatting in this good-hu¬ 
moured and familiar manner. 

« • « *' • * 

For all the early part of this month I was grievously ill 
with a pain in my face. 1 applied for it a blister, in 
vain ; 1 had then recourse to leeches, and one of them 
certainly bit a nerve, for what I suffered surpasses de> 
scriptioD; it was torture, it was agony 1 I fully thought 
myself poisoned, and I am most thankful to add that 
during that persuasion I felt a freedom from what are 
called the horrors of death,” which, at my recovery and 
ever since, has paid me for that exquisite suffering. All 
good, all patient with human iuhrmitiea, I punted to my¬ 
self that Great Creator before whom I believed myself 
prematurely appearing, and the dread of his wrath was 
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sunk in the hope of Ins mere; through the Redeemer. 
Whether 1 should feel this mental calm when not in such 
dire bodily pain. Heaven only knows! 1 am the happier 
that 1 have ever felt it, when 1 believed the end of all 
approaching. 

But wh; do 1 forget the resolution with which 1 began 
these my chronicles, of never mixing with them my re¬ 
ligious sentiments—opinions—hopes—fears—belief— or 
aspirations? 

In iny books upou those, which no human eye but my 
own has ever been cast over, i blend nothing mundaue— 
1 mean as to my atiairs; for as to my thoughts and feel¬ 
ings, let me try how I may—and I try with alt my might 
—to refine them and lit them for sacred subjects—I dare 
not presume that I have had such success as really to have 
purified them from the worldly dross that funns, rather 
than mingles with, all I scrawl down lielter-skelter in my 
memorandum chronicles. However, i never will jumble 

together what I deem holy with what I know to be trivial. 
• ****« 

Junk. —-This month, till our jouniey to Weymouth 
took place, passed without mark or likelihood, save one 
little token of Spanish gallantry from the Marquis del 
Campo, who, when he came to Windsor, after reproving 
me very civilly for being absent from bis fete, told me he 
had remembered me during the drawing of his lottery 
that night, and “ had taken the liberty to bring me my 
prize,” which was a blue enamel ring with a motto. 

Now, though this remembrance on such an evening 
was impossible, there was no refusing, without affronting 
him, the very good-humoured and polite pretence. 

Mrs. Douglas gave a ball at the Bishop’s Deanery- 
house, on the King’s recovery, the day before our journey, 
and the reason of the afiair induced Her Majesty to order 
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me to accept Mrs. Douglas’s iuviCation. It was gay and 
pleasant enough. 


Thursday, June 25.—^This morning I was called be¬ 
fore five o’clock, tiiough various packages and business 
had kept me up till near three. 

The day was rainy, but the road was beautiful; Windsor 
Great Park, in particular, is charming. 

The crowds increased as we advanced, and at Win¬ 
chester the town was one head. 1 saw Dr. Warton, but 
could not stop the carriage. The King was everywhere 
received with acclamation. His popularity is greater 
than ever. Compassion for his late sufferings seems to 
have endeared him now to all conditions of men. 

At Komsey, on the steps of the Town-Hall, an or¬ 
chestra was formed, and a band of musicians, in common 
brown coarse cloth and red neckcloths, and even in 
carters’ loose gowns, made a chorus of “ God save the 
King,” in which the countless multitude joined, in such 
loud acclamation, that their loyally and heartiness, and 
natural joy, almost surprised me into a sob before 1 knew 
myself at all affected by them. 

The New Forest is all beauty, and when we approached 
Lyndhurst the crowds wore as picturesque an appearance 
as the landscapes; they were all in decent attire, and, the 
great space giving them full room, the cool beauty of the 
verdure bettfeen the groups took away all idea of incon¬ 
venience, and made their live gaiety a scene to joy be¬ 
holders. 

Carriages of all sorts lined the road-side:—chariots, 
chaises, landaus, carts, waggons, whiskies, gigs, phaetons 
—■mixed and intermixed, filled within and surrounded 
without by faces ail glee and delight. 

Such was the scenery for miles before we reached 
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Ljndburst. Tbe old law of tbe forest, that His Majesty 
must be presented with two milk-white greyhounds, pe¬ 
culiarly decorated, upon bis entrance into the New Forest, 
gathered together multitudes to see the sliow. A party, 
also, of foresters, habited in green, and each with a bugle- 
horn, met His Majesty at the same time. 

Arrived at Lyndhurst, we drove to the Duke of 
Gloucester's. The Royal Family were just before us, hut 
the two colonels came and handed us through the 
crowd. 

The house, intended for a mere huntiug^scat, was 
built by Charles Tl., and seems quite unimproved and 
unrepaired from its first foundation. It is the King’s, but 
lent to the Duke of Gloucester. It is a straggling, in¬ 
convenient, old house, but delightfully situated, in a 
village,—looking, indeed, at present, like a populous 
town, from the amazing concourse of people that have 
crowded into it. 

The bowmen and archers and bugle-horns are to attend 
the King while he stays here, in all his rides. 

The Duke of Gloucester was ready to receive the 
Ruyal Family, who are ail in the highest spirits and delight. 

I have a small old bedchamber, but a large and com¬ 
modious parlour, in which the gentlemen join Miss Planta 
and me to breakfast and to drink tea. They dine at the 
royal table. We are to remain here some days. 

During the King’s dinner, which was in a parlour 
looking into the garden, he permitted the people to come 
to the window j and their delight and rapture in seeing 
their monarch at table, with the evident hungry feeling it 
occasioned, made a contrast of admiration and deprivation, 
truly comic. They crowded, however, so excessively, that 
this can be permitted them no more. They broke down 
all tbe paling, and much of tbe hedges, and some of the 
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windows, and all by eagerness and multitude, fur they 
were perfectly civil and well-behaved. 

In the afternoon the royal party came into my parlour; 
and llie moment the people saw the star, they set up 
such a shout as made a ring all around the village; for my 
parlour has the same view with the royal rooms into the 
garden, where this crowd was assembled, and the new rap¬ 
ture was simply at seeing the King in a new apartment! 

They all walked out, about and around the village, in 
the evening, and the delighted mob accompanied them. 
The moment they stepped out of the house, the people, 
with one voice, struck up “God save the King!” I 
assure you I cried like a child twenty times in the day, at 
the honest and rapturous effusions of such artless and 
disinterested loyalty. The King’s illness and recovery 
make me tender, as Count Maunuccia said, upon every 
recollection. 

These good villagers continued singing this loyal song 
during the whole walk, without any intermission, except 
to shout “ huzza!” at the end of every stanza. They 
returned so hoarse, that 1 lunged to give them all some 
lemonade. Probably they longed for something they 
would have called better! ’Twas well the King could 
walk no longer; 1 thinks if he had, they would have died 
singing around him. 

Tuesday, June 30th. —We continued at Lyiidhurst 
five days: and the tranquillity of the life, and the beauty 
of the country, would have made it very regaling to me 
indeed, but for the fatigue of having no maid, yet being 
always in readiness to play the part of an attendant my¬ 
self. 

I went twice to see the house of Sir Phillip Jennings 
Clerke, my old acquaintance at Streatham. I regretted 
he was no more; he would so much have prided and 
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rejoiced in showing his place. His opposition principles 
would not have interfered with that private act of duty 
from a subject to a sovereign. How did I call to mind 
Mrs. Thrale> upon this spot! not that I had seen it with 
her, or ever before; but that its late owner was one of 
her sinccrest admirers. 

Miss Planta and myself drove also to Southampton, 
by the Queen’s direction. It is a pretty clean town, and 
the views from the Southampton Water are highly pic¬ 
turesque : but all this 1 bad seen to far greater advantage, 
with Mr. and Mrs. and Miss Thrale. Ah, Mrs. Thrale! 
—In thinking her over, as I saw again the same spot, bow 
much did 1 jslsb to see with it the same—once so dear— 
companion! 

On the Sunday we all went to the parish church; and 
after the service, instead of a psalm, imagine our surprise 
to hear the whole congregation join in “ God save the 
King!” Misplaced as this was in a church, its intent 
was so kind, loyal, and affectionate, that 1 believe there 
was not a dry eye amongst either singers or hearers. 
The King's late dreadful illness has rendered this song 
quite melting to me. 

This day we quitted Lyudhurst; not wiihout regret, 
for so private is its situation, 1 could stroll about in its 
beautiful neighbourhood quite alone. 

The journey to Weymouth was one scene of festivity 
and rejoicing. The people were everywhere collected, 
and everywhere delighted. We passed through Salisbury, 
where a magnificent arch was erected, of festoons of 
flowers, for the King’s carriage to pass under, and mottoed 
with "The King restored,” and “ Long live the King.” 
in three divisions. The green bowmen accompanied the 
train thus far ; and the clothiers and manufacturers here 
met it, dressed out in white loose frocks, flowers, and 
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ribboDS, with sticks or caps emblematically decorated 
from their several manufactories. And the acclamations 
with which the King was received amongst them—it was 
a rapture past description. 

At Blandford there was nearly the same ceremony. 

At every gentleman’s seat which we passed, the owners 
and their families stood at the gate, and their guests or 
neighbours were in carriages all round. 

At Dorchester the crowd seemed still increased. The 
city had so antique an air, I longed to investigate its old 
buildings. The houses have the most ancient appear¬ 
ance of any that arc inliabited that 1 have happened to 
see: and inhabited they were indeed! every window- 
sash was removed, for face above face to peep out, and 
every old balcony and all the leads of the houses 
seemed turned into booths fur fairs. It seems, also, the 
most populous town I have seen; I judge not by the 
concourse of the young and middle-aged—those we saw 
everywhere alike, as they may gather together from nil 
quarters—but from the amaaing quantity of indigenous 
residers ; old women and young children. There seemed 
families of teu or twelve of the latter in every house; and 
the old women were so numerous, that they gave the 
whole scene the air of a rural masquerade. 

Girls, with chaplets, beautiful young creatures, strewed 
the entrance of various villages with flowers. 

* * » A « 

Gloucester House, which we now inhabit, at Wey¬ 
mouth, is situated in front of the sea, and the sands of the 
Bay before it are perfectly smooth and soft. 

The whole town, and Melcomb Regis, and half the 
'^'lounty of Dorset, seemed assembled to welcome their 
' lliljesties. * 

1 have here a very good parlour, but dull, from its 
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aspect. Nothing but the sea at Weymouth affords any 
life or spirit. My bed-room is in the attics. Nothing 
like living at a court for exaltation. Yet even with this 
gratiffcatioii, which extends to Miss Plaiita, the bouse 
will only hold the females of the party. The. two adjoin¬ 
ing houses are added; for the gentlemen, and the pages, 
and some other of the suite, cooks, &c.—^but the foot¬ 
men are obliged to lodge still farther off! 

The bay is very beautiful, after its kind ; a peninsula 
shuts out Portland Island and the broad ocean. 

The King, and Queen, and Princesses, and their suite, 
w'alked out in the evening; an immense crowd attended 
them—sailors, bargemen, mechanics, countrymen ; and all 
united in so vociferous a volley of “ God save the King," 
that the noise was stunning. 

At near ten o’clock Lord Courtown came into my par¬ 
lour, as it is called, and said the town was all illuminated, 
and invited Miss Planta and me to a walk upon the 
sands. Their Majesties were come in to supper. We 
took a stroll under his escort, and found it singularly 
beautiful, the night being very fine, and several boats and 
small vessels lighted up, and in motion upon the sea. 
The illumination extended through Meicomb Regis and 
Weymouth. Gloucester Row, in which we live, is pro¬ 
perly in Meicomb Regis; but the two towns join each 
otiier, and are often confounded. 

The preparations of festive loyalty were universal. Not 
a child could we meet that bad not a bandeau round its 
bead, cap, or hat, of God save the King;'' all the 
bargemen wore it in cockades; and even the bathing- 
women had it in latge coarse girdles round their waists. 
It is printed jn golden letters upon most of the bathing- 
machines, and in various scrolls and devices it adorns 
every shop and almost every house in the two towns. 

VOL. V. D 
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Gloucester House, Weymouth. 

Wednesday, July 8tij. —We are settled liere com¬ 
fortably ettough,' Miss Planta aod 1 breakfast as well ns 
dine together alone; the gentlemen have a breakfast-par¬ 
lour in the adjoining bouse, and we meet only at tea, and 
seldom then. They have all acquaintance here, in this 
Gloucester Row, and stroll from the terrace or the sands, 
to visit them during the tea vacation time. 

I like this much: I see them just enough to keep up 
sociability, without any necessary constraint; for 1 attend 
the tea-table only at my own hour, and they come, or not, 
according to citance or their convenience. 

The King bathes, and with great success ; a machine 
follows the Royal one into the sea, filled with tiddlers, 
who play " God save the King," as his Majesty takes his 
plunge! 

1 am delighted with the soft air and soft footing upon 
the sands, and stroll up aud down them morning, noon, 
and night. As they are close before the house, I can get 
to and from them in a rooroenL 

Her Majesty has graciously hired a little maid between 
Miss Planta and me, who comes for the day. We have 
DO accommodation for her sleeping here ; but it is an un¬ 
speakable relief to our personal fatigues. 

Dr. Giaburne here, to-attend ills Majesty; and the 
Queen has ordered me to invite him to dine at my tabic. 
He comes regularly. 


Miss Bumey to Dr- Burney. 

Gloucester Houie, Weymoutli, July 13,1789. 
‘v#My dearest Padre*8 kind letter was most truly welcome 
to me. When 1 am so distant, the term of absence or of 
silence seems always doubly long to me. 
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llie bay here is most beuutiful; the sea never rough, 
generally cohii and gentle, and tlie sands perfectly smooth 
and pleasant. I have not yet bathed, for 1 have had a 
cold in my head,' which 1 caught at Lyndhiirst, and which 
makes me fear beginning; but I have hopes* to be well 
enough to-morrow, and thenceforward to ail nothing 
more. It is my intention to cast away all superfluous com¬ 
plaints into the main ocean, which I think quite suflici- 
enily capacious to hold them; and really iny little frame 
will find oimugh to carry and manage without them. 

Culoiud (iuldsworiliy has Just sent me in a newspaper 
containing intelligence that Angelica Kauffinann is mak¬ 
ing drawings from ‘ Evelina,’ for the Empress of Uussia ! 
Do you think the Empress of ^Russia hears of anything 
now besides 'I'urkey and the Emperor? And is not An¬ 
gelica Kaufruianii dead? O what an Orach! for such 
i.s the pai>er called. 

His Majesty is in delightful health, and much-improved 
spirits. All agree he never looked better. The loyalty 
of all this place is excessive ; they have dressed out every 
street with labels of “ God save the Kingall the shops 
have it over the doors; all the children wear it in their 
caps, all the labourers in their hats, and all the sailors 
in their voices, for they never approach the house without 
shouting it aloud, nor see the King, or hU shadow, with¬ 
out beginning to huzza, and going on to three cheers. 

I'he bathing-machines make it their motto over all 
tlieir wiiidow.s; and those bathers that belong to the 
royal dippers wear it in bandeaus on their bonnets, to 
go into the sea; and have it again, in large letters, round 
their waists, to encounter the waves. Flannel dresses, 
tucked up, and no shoes nor stockings, with bandeaus 
and girdles, have a most singular appearance; and when 
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tirst I surveyed these ioyal nymphs' it was with some difR- 
culty I kept my features in order. 

Nur is this ail. Think but of the surprise of His Ma¬ 
jesty when, the first time of his bathing, he had no sooner 
popped his royal head under water than a band of music, 
concealed in a neighboaring machine, struck up “ God 
save great George our King.” 

One thing, however, was a little unlucky;—when the 
Mayor and burgesses came with the address, they re¬ 
quested leave to kiss hands : this was graciously accorded; 
but, the Mayor advancing, in a common way, io take the 
Qneen's hand, as he might that of any lady mayoress, 
Colonel Gwynn, who stood by, whispered, ' You must 
kneel, sir !* . He found, however, that he took no notice 
of this hint, but kissed the Queen’s hand erect. As he 
passed him, in bis way back, tbe Colonel said, 'You 
should have knelt, sir !’ 

“ Sir,” answered the poor Mayor, “ I cannot.” 

“ Everybody does, sir.” 

" Sir,—I have a wooden leg! ” 

Poor man! ’twas such a surprise! and such an excuse 
as no one could dispute. 

But the absurdity of the matter followed ;—all the rest 
did the same; taking the same privilege, by the exam¬ 
ple, without the same or any cause I 

We have just got Mrs. Piozzi’s book here. My Royal 
Mistress is reading, and will then lend it me. Have you 
read it ? 

There is almost no general company here, as the 
proper season does not begin till autumn ; but the party 
attendant on the King and Queen is targe, and the prin- 
cipgl people of the county,—Lord Digby, Admiral 
Digby, Mr. Pitt Damer, Lord Milton, Mr. Rolle, &c. 
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&£.,—all are coming to and fro cuiiUDuall^. Our iionie 
party is just the same as it began. 

A thousand thanks for your bume news. 

I am, most dear air, 

Aflfectionately and dutifully, your 


Wednesday, July 15th. —The Magnificent, a man- 
of-war of 74 guns, coiniiiaiided by an old captain of 
James's (Onslow), is now stationed at the entrance of the 
bay, i'ur the security at once and pleasure of tlie King ; 
and a fine frigate, the SuuUiampton, Captain Douglas, is 
nearer in, and brought for the King to cruise about. 
Captain Douglas is nephew to Sir Andrew Snape Ham- 
moiid, who married a cousin of our Mr. Crisp. 

The King and Hoyal party have been to visit the fri¬ 
gate. Miss Planta and myself went to see the ceremony 
from a place called the Look-out,—a beautiful spot. 
Butl have not much taste for sea receptions and honours: 
tint firing a salute is so strange a mode of hospitality mid 
politeness. 

1 have subscribed to the library here, which is not a 
bad one; and I have met with a favourite old book of 
iny dearest Mrs. Delany, and bought it from tbat remem¬ 
brance. It is Bishop Patrick’s ' Pilgrimand common 
sense and reason keep so near the enthusiasm of its devo¬ 
tion, that no one, I think, can read it without profit. 
There is, iu particular, one part that treats of Friendship, 
ill a style and with sentiments so loftily touching and true, 
that I must recommeud it to niy dear sisters, and will lend 
it them whenever we meet. 

Mrs. Gwynn is arrived, and means to spend the Royal 
season here. She lodges at the hotel just by, and we have 
met several times. She is very soft and pleasing, and 
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Htill as beautiful ns an angel. We have had two or three 
long tete-^-totes, aoij talked over, with great pleasure, 
iinenintes of our former mutual acquaintances—Dr. 
Johnson, Sir Joshua KeynohU. Mrs.Thrale, Barctti, Miss 
Reynolds, Miss PaliiiA, and her old a<hnirer, Dr. Gold¬ 
smith,of whom she relates—as who docs not?—a ihoiisand 
ridiculous traits. 

The Queen is reading Mrs. Fiozzi’s Tour to me, in¬ 
stead of my reading it to her. She loves reading aloud, 
and in this work fluds me an able cornnientator. Dow 
like herself, how characteristic is every line!—Wild, en¬ 
tertaining, flighty, inconsistent, and clever! 

Thursday, July IOtu. —Yesterday we all went to 
the theatre. The King has taken the centre front box 
fur himself, and familv, and attendants. The side boves are 
too small. Tito Queen ordered places for Miss Plantu 
uiut me, nliich arc in the front row of a box next but oue 
to the royals. Thun, in this case» our want of rank to bo 
ill their public suite gives us better seats than those high 
ciioiigli to stutul behind them ! « 

Lady Sydney« 1/ady Courtowu^s sister, and Miss 
'rowusheud, her daughter, sat in the intermediate box, 
and were very sociable. 1 have met them here ocrcu- 
sioiially^ and like them very ^elL 

Tis u pretty little theatre :*hut its eiitertniinnent was 
rjutte in the burn st)le; a mere medley,—songs, dances, 
imitations,—and all very bad. But l^ird Chesterfield^ 
who is here, and who seems chief director, promises all 
will be better. 

Tins morning the Royal party went to Durcbestur, and 
I strolU-d upon the sands with Mrs. Gwyiiii. We uver- 
^M.took u lady, of a very majestic port and demeanour, who 
sd^iniily returned Mrs. Givyim’s saiutatioii, and then ad¬ 
dressed herself to me with similar gravity. I saw a face 
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I knew, and of very uncommon beauty; but did not im- 
mediately recollect it was Mrs. Siddons. 

She is come here, she says, solely for her health: she 
has spent some days with Mrs. Gwynu, at General Har- 
court’s. Her husband was with her, and a sweet child. 

1 wished to have tried if her solemnity would have worn 
away by length of conversation; but I was obliged to' 
hasten home. But my dearest Fredy's opinion, joined to 
that of my sister Esther, satisfies me I was a loser by 
this necessary forbearance. 

Friday, July 17th.—^T lie play was again settled for 
to-night, to see Mr. Quick. 

Tlie theatric entertainments were * The Irish Widow,’ 
and ‘The Devil to Pay.’ Mrs. Wells performed in both, 
and adiiiirubly. 

Sunday, Julv*2()TH. —Yesterdaywe went again to the 
pluy, and saw ‘ The Midnight Hour’ and ‘ The Commis' 
sary.' 'I'he latter, from the * Bourgeois Gentiihomme,’ is 
comic to convulsion ; and the burlesque of Quick and 
Mrs. Wells united made me laugh quite immoderately. 

Dr. Bell, one of the King’s chaplains, gave us to-day 
an admirable sermon. 

Mr. Parish, a bruUier-in-law of Miss Flanta’s, came in 
the evening,—^just arrived froui France, where ail is con¬ 
fusion, cumniotioD, and impending revolution. 

Tuesday, July 28th. —^To-day, by the Queen’s desire, 
1 invited Dr. Glasse to dinner. I did not know him, and 
it was awkward enough; but Dr. Gisburne was, for¬ 
tunately, acquainted with him, aud Mr, Planta, brother to 
my fellow-traveller, who is here for a few days. 

Dr. Glasse is a famous pedagogue and a celebrated* 
pieaclier. He is gentle and placid, but rather too sim> 
perhig and complacent. Mr. Planta is sensible, manly, 
and agreeable. 
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All went off ver; well; and during dinner Mr. Pianta 
related a very interesting recent anecdote of a Mr. Haniil' 
ton, who had been a great sufferer by a false imprison¬ 
ment, and who would have been used extremely ill but 
for the spirited and humane exertions of Mr. Cambridge, 
the clei^man, who has done himself great and deserved 
credit by his conduct upon die occasion.” 

I am never surprised to hear of any good action he per¬ 
forms. Ibelieve, indeed, whatever is in his power is done 
invariably. 

Wednesday, July 29th. —We went to the play, and 
saw Mrs. Siddons in Kosalind. She looked beautifully, 
button large for that shepherd's dress; and her gaiety 
sits not naturally spun her,—it seems more like disguised 
gravity. I must own my admiration for her confined to 
her tragic powers; and there it is raised so high tiiut i 
feel mortified, in a degree, to see her so much fainter at¬ 
tempts and success in comedy. 

Friday, July 31st. —^Tliis afternoon, when I came 
into the parlour, I saw a stranger, but habited in the uni¬ 
form, and of a pleasing appearance. We bowed and 
curtsied—both silent. I expected him to announce 
his business ; he expected me to give him some wel¬ 
come; which when 1 found, concluding him arrived on 
some commands fri^iu the King, I begged him to be 
seated, aud took oiy usual chair. 

“Perhaps, ma’am,” lie then cried,'* this is yo«r room 1” 

1 assented, a little surprised. 

“ I am just come,” he said^ “ with the Duke of Glou¬ 
cester, who is gone to His Majesty.” 

“ Then perhaps, sir,” cried I, “ ihU is your room?” 

•. He laughed, but disclaimed owning it. However, I 
rdiind he was the Duke's gentleman in waiting, and had 
concluded this the apartment destined for the equerries. 
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This retort courteous in our address took off stiflness 
fiom either side, and we entered into a general conversa¬ 
tion, cliiedy upon the French. I found him sprightly, 
intelligent, and well-bred. He stayed with me more 
than an hour, and then parted to look fur llse cqi|erries, 
to whose apartments 1 sent Columb to conduct him ; and 
neither of us, probably, knew the name of the other till 
we were separated; I then found his was Vincent. He 
IS a nephew of Sir George Howard. 
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Gloucester House, Weymouth. 

MondaYj August 3rd. —The loyally and obedient 
respect of the people here to their King are in a truly primi- 
tive style. The whole Royal party went to see Lulworth 
Castle, intending to be back to dinner, and go to the play 
at night, which their Majesties had ordered, with Mrs. 
Sidduns to play Lady Townly. Dinner-time, however, 
came and passed, and they arrived not. I'bey went by 
sea, and the wind proved contrary; and about seven 
o'clock a hubby groom was despatched hither by land, 
with intelligence that they had only reached Lulworth 
Castle at five o’clock. They meant to be certainly back 
by eight;'but sent their commands that the farce might 
be performed first, and the play wait them. 

The manager repeated this to the audience,—already 
waiting and wearied} but a loud applause testified their 
agrevabilUy to whatever could be proposed. 

The farce, however, was much sooner over than the 
passage from Lulworth Castle. It was ten o'clock when 
they landed! And all this time the audience—spectators 
rather—quietly waited ! 

They landed just by the theatre, and went to the house 
of Lady Pembroke, who is now here in attendance upon 
the Queen: and there they sent home fur the King’s 
>page, mth a to^, &c.} and tlie Queen’s wardrobe- 
^omait, with similar deewations ; and a message to Miss 
Plaota and me, that we might go at once to the theatre. 
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We obeyed ; and soon after they appeared, and were 
received witli the most violent gusts of joy and huzzas, 
even from the galleries over their heads, whose patience 
had not the reward of seeing them at last. 

Is not this a charming trait of provincial popularity ? 

Mrs. Siddons, in her looks, and the tragic part, was 
exqui.site. 

Tiirsday, August 4th. —To-day all the Royals went 
to Sherborne Castle. 

My day being perfectly at liberty, Mrs. Gwynii stayed 
and spent it with me. 

Tlie weather was beautiful; the sea-breezes here keep 
off intense heat in the warmest season. We walked first ^ 

see the shrubbery and plantation of a lady, Mrs. B-, 

who has a very pretty house about a mile and'a half out 
of the town. Here we rested, and regaled ourselves with 
sweet dowers, and then proceeded to the old castle,—its 
ruins rather,—which we most completely examined, not 
leaving one stone untrod, except such as must have pre¬ 
cipitated us into the sea. This castle is built almost in the 
sea, upon a perpendicular rock, and its situation, therefore, 
is nobly bold and striking. It is little more now than 
walls, and a few little winding staircases at its four 
corners. 

I had not imagined my beautiful companion could 
have taken so much pleasure from an excursion so ro¬ 
mantic and lonely; but she enjoyed it very much, clam¬ 
bered about as unaffectedly as if sbe had lived in rural 
scenes all her life, and left nothing unexamined. 

We then prowled along the sands at the foot of the 
adjoining rocks, and picked up sea-weeds and shells; but 
I do not think they were such as to drive Sir Ashton 
Lever, or the Museum-keepers, to despair! We had the 
Queen’s two little dogs, Badine and Phillis, for our 
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guards and associates. We returned home to a very late 
tea, thoroughly tired, but very niiirh pleased. To me it 
was the only rural excursion I had taken for more than 
three years. 

The Royal party came not home till past eleven o'clock. 
The Queen was much delighted with Sherborne Castle, 
which abounds wiili regal curiosities, honourably ar- 
ejuired by the family. 

Saturday, August 8th. —To-day we went to liul- 
worth Castle 5 but nut with Mrs. Gwynn. Her Majesty 
ordered our Royal coach and four, and directcib me to 
take the two J)e Lucs. 

^ Luhvorth Castle is beautifully situated, with a near 
and noble view of the sea. It has a spacious and very 
tine park, and commands a great extent of prospect, ft 
is the property of Mr. Weld, a Roman Catholic, whose 
eldest brother was fir.st husband of Mrs. Fiuherberl. A 
singular circumstance, that their Majesties should visit 
a house in which, so few years ago, she might have re¬ 
ceived them. 

There is in it a Roman Catholic chapel that is truly 
elegant,—a Pantheon in miniature,—and ornamented with 
immense expense and richness. The altar is all of finest 
variegated marbles, and precious stones are glittering from 
every angle. The priests’ vestments, which are vciy 
superb, and all the sacerdotal array, were shown us as par¬ 
ticular favours: and Colonel Goldsworthy comically said 
he doubted nut they had incense and oblations fur a week 
to come, by way of pun&catioii for our heretical curiosity. 

The castle is built with four turrets. It is nut very 
ancient, and <lie inside is completely modern, and titled 
'ui|^ with great elegance. It abounds in pictures of priests, 
saints, monks, and nuns, and is decorated with crosses 
and Roman Catholic devices without end. 
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They show one room in which two of our Kings have 
slept; Charles II. and poor James II. 

We returned home to dinner^ and in the evening went 
to the play. Mrs. Siddons pci formed Mrs. Oakley. 
What pity thus to throw away her talents I But the 
Queen dislikes tragedy, and the honour to play before the 
Royal family blinds her to tlie little credit acquired hy 
])laving comedy. 

Sunday, August 9th.—T he King had a council 
yesterday, which brought most of tire great officers of slate 
to Wevrnouth. 

Tliis morning so many of them came to church, that, for 
want of room, Colonels Gwynn and Goldsworthy asked 
to sit ni the |>ew appropriated for Miss Iolanta and me. 

in the evening, Her Majesty desired Miss Plaiita and 
mu to go to the rooms, whither they commonly go them¬ 
selves on Sunday evenings, and, after luokiiig round them, 
and speaking where they choose, they retire to tea in an 
inner apartment with their own party, but leave the 
door wide open, both to sec and be seen. 

Upon receiving this command, I called upon Mrs. 
Gwyitu, and begged her permission fur our joining her. 
We agreed to call for her at eight o’clock. 

The rooms are convenient and spacious : we found 
them very full. As soon as the Royal party came, a 
circle was formed, and they moved round it, just as before 
the ball at St. James’s, the King one way wiil^his cham¬ 
berlain, the new-made Marquis of Salisbury, and the 
Queen the otlier with the Princesses, Lady Courtown, See. 
The rest of the attendants planted themselves round in 
the circle. 

I had now the pleasure, for the first time, to s^ Mr. 
Pitt: but bis appearance is his least recommendation; it 
is neither noble nor expressive. Lord Chatham, the Duke 
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of fiichmoiui, Mr. Villiers, Lord Delawair, &c. &c., M'ere 
in the circle, and spoken to a long time each. 

Monday, August 10th. —This evening Iliad a large 
party to tea ; Lord Courtown, the new Marquis of 
Salisbury,.Colonels Gwynn and Goldsworthy, Miss Planta, 
and the two De Lucs. 

Wednesday, August Pirn.—This is the Prince of 
Wales's birthday; but it has not been kept 

Thursday, August 13th. —We began pur Western 
tour. We all went in the same order as wc set out from 
Windsor. 

We arrived at Exeter to a very late dinner. We were 
lodged at the Deanery; and Dr. Duller, the dean, desired 
a conference with me, for we came first, leaving the 
Royals at Sir George YoungV He was very civil, and 
ill high glee: I had never seen him before; but he 
told me he introduced himself, by this opportunity, 
at the express desire of Mrs. Chapoiie and Mrs. 
Castle, who were both his relations, as well as of Dr. 
Warton. I was glad to bear myself yet remembered by 
them. 

The ciowds, the rejoicings, the hallooing, and singing, 
and garlanding, and decorating of all the inhabitants of 
this old city,* and of all the country through which we 
.passed, made the journey quite charming: such happy 
loyalty as beamed from all ranks and descriptions of men 
came cloq^ to the heart in sympathetic joy. 

We passed all the next day at the Deanery, which was 
so insufficient to our party, that not only the gentlemen, 
one and all, lodged at the hotel, but even Lady Cour¬ 
town and the two Lady Waldegraves. 1 saw nothing of 
,yany of them while we stayed at Exeter. I strolled with 
Miss Planta about the town, which is populous and busy 
enough, but close and ugly. The principal parade for 
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company, however^ takes in a fine view of the country ; 
and the cathedral is old and curious. 

1 had already been all this tour, with Mr. and Mrs. 
Hishton, on the first }ear of their marriage, as my deacest 
Susanna may remember. 

I'he excessive and intemperate eagerness of the people 
to see the Hoyal Family itere made them crowd so im* 
moderately, tiiat, after the first essay, they feared going 
out amongst them. 

The. next morning, Saturday the 15tb, we quitted 
Exeter, in which there had been one constant mob sur> 
rounding tlie Deanery from the moment of our entrance. 

We proceeded through a country the most fertile, 
varied, rural, und delightful, in England, till we came to 
the end of our aim, Sallrani. We passed through such 
beautiful villages, aud so animated a concourse of people, 
that the whole journey proved truly delectable. Aiches 
of fiowers were erected for the Royal Family to pass under 
at almost every town, with various loyal devices, expres¬ 
sive of their satisfaction in this circuit. How happy 
must have been the King !—how deservedly ! The 
greatest conqueror could never pass through his dominions 
witli fuller acclamations of joy from his devoted subjects 
than George III. experienced, simply from having won 
their love by the even teno^ of an unspotted life, which, 
at length, has vanquished all the hearts of all his subjects. 

Our entrance at Salti-am was, personally to Miss Planta 
and me, very disagreeable : we followed immediately 
after the Royals aud equerries; and so many of tb« 
neighbouring gentry, the officers, &c., were assembled to 
receive them, that we had to make our way through a 
crowd of starers the most tremendous, while the Royals 
all stood at the windows, and the other attendants in the 
hall. 
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The house is one of. the most magnificent in the king* 
dom. It accommodated us all, even to evei^ footman, 
without by any means filling the whole. 

«The state apartments on the ground floor are superb; 
hung with (^rimson damask, and ornamented with pictures, 
some few of the Spanish school, the rest by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, Angelica, and some few by other artists. 

Its view is noble; it extends to Plyinouili, Mount* 
Edgecumbe, and the neighbouring fine country. The 
sea at times fills up a part of the domain almost close to 
the house, and then its prospect is complete. 

I had a sweet parlour allotted me, with the far most 
beautiful view of any, on the ground floor, and opening 
upon the state apartments, with a library for the next 
room to it. It is a very superb apartment in its fltling 
up. Lord Borringdon, the owner, is a minor. Mr. 
Robinson, who married Miss Harris, is one of his ma¬ 
ternal uncles, and one of his guardians. 

Sunday, August Ifiru.-^This is the birthday of the 
Duke of York. Births and deaths !-^how do they make 
up the calculations of time ! 

Lord Courtown brought me a very obliging message 
from' Lady Mount-Edgecumbe. who had been here at noon 
to kiss bands, on becoming a Countess from a Baroness. 
She sent to invite me to see her place, and contrive to 
dine and spend the day there. Her Majesty approves the 
Mount-Edgecumbe invitation. 

Monday, August 17th. —The Queen sent for me in 
the afternoon, to hear her own private diary, and tell her 
if it was English. Indeed there was scarce an expression 
that was foreign. 

Tuesday, August 18th. —This morning the Royals 
were all at a grand naval review. 1 spent the time very 
serenely in my favourite wood, which abounds in seats ; 
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and then I took a fountain pen, and wrote my rougli 
journal for copying to my dear Sorelie. 

In the evening, Lord Conrtown, opening my parlour 
door, called out, May one come in ? ” 

“May one?” exclaimed Colonel Goldsworthy; “may 
/too,—may three ,—may four ?—I like your one, indeed !“ 

And in they all entered, and remained in sociable con¬ 
versation till they were all called, late, to cards. 

Wednesday, Atoost 19th. —Again this morning 
was spent by the Royals at Plymouth Dock,—by me in 
strolls round the house. The wood here is truly en> 
chanting ; the paths on the slant down to the water re¬ 
semble those of sweet Norbiiry Park. 

The tea, also, was too much the same to be worth 
detailing. I will only mention a speech which could not 
but divert me, of Mr. Alberts, the Queen's page. He 
said nobody dared represent to the King the danger of his 
present continual exertion in this hot weather,—“ unless if 
is Mr. Fairly,” be added, “who can say anything, in his 
genteel roundabout way.” 

Friday, Adoost 21st. —To-day the Royals went to 
Mount-Eklgecumbe, and Her Majesty had commissioned 
Lady Courtown to arrange a plan for Miss Planta and 
me to see Plymouth Dock. According, therefore. In her 
Ladyship's directions, we set off for that place, and, after 
a dull drive of about five miles, arrived at the house of the 
Commissioner, Admiral LaForey. 

Here Mrs. La Forey and her daughters were prepared 
to expect us, and take the trouble of entertaining us fur 
the day. 

Three large and populous towns, Plymouth, Stocktou, 
and Dock, nearly join each other. Plymouth is long, 
dirty, ill built, and wholly unomamented with any editice 
worth notice. Stockton is rather neater,—nothing more. 

r2 
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Dock runs higher, and is newer, and looks far cleaner 
and more habitable. 

The Cummbsioncr’s is the best-situated house in Dock: 
it is opposite a handsome quay, on an arm of the sea, 
with' a pretty paved walk, or terrace, before the house, 
which seems used as a mall by the inhabitants, and is 
stored with naval offices innumerable. 

The two ladies received us very pleasantly. Mrs. 
LaFurey is well bred, in the formal way; but her eldest 
daughter, Mrs. Molloy, is quite free from stiffness, yet 
perfectly obliging, very easy, very modest, and very 
engaging, and, when dressed for a ball in the evening, 
very handsome. She dues not become a deshabille, but 
cannot look oihem ise tlian pleasing and agreeable, from 
her manners and countenance. 

Captain Molloy, her husband, was gone to attend in 
the naval procession that conducted the Royals to Mouiil- 
Edgeciimbe, where he expected to dine; but lie had left 
a younger officer. Lieutenant Gregory, to do the honours 
of the naval show to us. 

The Commissioner himself is yet more formal than his 
lady, but equally civil. An unmarried daughter apjieared 
next, who seems sensible and good humoured, but very 
plain. 

We sallied forth to the dockyard, with these two 
daughters, and Lieutenant Gregory, a very pleasing and 
well-bred young officer. How often I wished my dear 
James had happened to be here, in any employment, at 
this time! 

The dockyard you will dispense with my describing. 
It is a noble and tremendous sight, and we were shown it 
^itU every advantage of explanation. It was a sort of 
sighing saiisfaction to see such numerous stores of wat^'s 
alarms !—ropes, sails, masts, anchors,—and all in the finest 
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jaymmetrY, divided and subdivided, as if placed oiilv for 
show. The neatness and exactness of all the arrange¬ 
ment of those stores for tempests, iiDed me with admira¬ 
tion j so did the whole scene—though not with pleasure 
All assurances, however well to be dependf;d upon, of 
safet;, are but so many indications of danger. 

While we were seeing the anchor business,—^wliich 
seemed performed by Vulcanic demons, so black they 
looked, so savage was their howl in striking the red-hot 
iron, and so coarse, and slight their attire, —we were 
saluted with three cheers, from the accidental entrance of 
Lord Stopford, LordCoiirtown's son, and Mr.Townshend, 
his nephew, a son of Lord Sydney, just made a Lord of 
the Admiralty. And the sound, in those back regions, 
where all the light was red-hot lire, bad a very 6ne de¬ 
moniac effect. In beating the anchor they all strike at 
the same instant, giving about three quick strokes to one 
slow stroke ; and were they not to time them with the most 
perfect conformity, they must inevitably knock out one 
another’s brains. The sight of this apparently continual 
danger gave to the whole the appearance of some wild 
rite performed from motives of superstition in some un¬ 
civilised country. 

While we were yet in the dockyard we were joined by 
two sea-captains, Captain Molloy and Captain Duckwoith. 

Captain Molloy is a sensible and agreeable man, but 
somewhat haughty, and of conscious consequence. He is 
a first cousin of my friend Miss Baker; and talking of 
that excellent person and her worthy mother brought ns 
soon into acquaintance. 

Captain Duckworth is both sensible and amiable in his 
style of conversation, and has a most perfect and kind 
openness of manner and countenance; but be greatly 
amused me by letting me see how much I amused him 
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1 never surprised him looking near me, without seeing on 
his face so irresistible a simper, that 1 expected him every 
moment to break forth ; never even trying to keep a grave 
face, except when I looked at him in full front. 

1 found he knew Burney of the Bristol,” as he called 
our James, and I named and conversed about him by 
every opportunity. 

Captain Molloy invited us, when we had exhausted the 
show on land, to see his ship. 1 dislike going anywhere 
beyond the reach of (he Humane Society, but could not 
be left without breaking up the party; this was my first 
water-excursion, though two had been proposed to me at 
Weymouth, which I had begged leave to decline. 

All, however, was smooth and calm, and we had the 
best possible navigators. We went to the siiip in Captain 
Molloy's large boat, which was very trim and neat, and 
had all its rowers new dressed and smart for royal attend- 
aitce, as it followed the King in dl his water-excursions. 

The ship is the “Bombay Castle," of seventy-four 
guns. It had the Admiralty Bag hoisted, as Lord Chatham 
had held a board there in the morning. It is a very fine 
ship, and I was truly edified by the sight of all its ac- 
doniuiodations, ingenuity, utility, cleanliness, and contriv¬ 
ances. A man-of-war, fitted out and manned, is a 
glorious and a fearful sight! 

In going over the ship we came to the midshipmen’s 
mess, and those young officers were at dinner, but we 
were taken in : they were lighted by a few candies 
fastened to the wall in sockets. Involuntarily I exclaimed, 
‘'Dining by candle-light at noon-day!” A midshipman, 
starting forward, said, “ Yes, ma’am, and Admiral Lord 
''Hood did the same for seveu years folio's ing ! ” 

I liked his spirit so much that 1 turned to him, and 
said I was very glad they looked forward to such an 
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example, for I bad a brother io the service, which gave 
me a warm interest in its prosperity. 

This made the midshipman so much my friend, that we 
entered into a detailed discourse upon the accommo¬ 
dations of their cabin, mess, SU;., and various other matters. 
1 liked him much, though I know not his name ; 
but my constant Captain Duckworth kept me again 
wholly to his own cicerone-ing, when I turned out of the 
cabin. 

A little, however, be was mortihed to find me a coward 
upon the water. I assured him he should cure me if be 
could convince me there was no reason for fear. He 
would not allow of any, but could not disprove it. "Tell 
me,” I said, " and honestly,—should we be overturned 
in the boat while out at sea, what would prevent our 
being drowned ? ” 

He would not suppose such an accident possible. 

1 pressed him, however, upon the possibility it might 
happen once in a century, and he could not help laughing, 
and answered, " 0, we should pick you all up !” 

1 desired to know by what means. " Instruments,” he 
said. 1 forced him, after a long and comic resistance, to 
show me them. Good Heaven ! they were three-pronged 
iron forks,—very tridents of Neptune! 

I exclaimed with great horror, "These!—why, they 
would tear the body to pieces!” 

"O,” answered he calmly, *‘one must not think of 
legs and arms when life is in danger.’’ 

I would not, however, under such protection, refuse sail¬ 
ing round Mount-Edgecumbe, which we did in Captain 
Molloy's boat, and just at the time when the Royals, in 
sundry garden-chairs, were driving about the place. It 
was a beautiful view; the situation is deligh^ul. But 
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Captain Molloy was not in the best harmony with its 
owners, as they had disappointed bis expectations of an 
invitation to dinner. 

The Commissioner did not retort upon us the omission; 
on the contraiy, he invited to his own table most of the 
personages who shared in the mortification of Captain 
Molloy; Lord Stopford, Mr. Townshend, Lord Fal¬ 
mouth, lx)rd Hood, ('oinmodore Goodal, Sir Richard 
Bickerton, and three or four more. 

The dinner was very pleasant. My two neighbours 
were Lords Falmouth and Stopford : the first is heavy, 
and unlike his coiivcrsible and elegant mother, Mrs. 
Boscawen ; the other is a cheerful, lively, well-bred 
young man. But my chief pleasure was in seeing Lord 
Hood, and all I saw and heard struck me much in 
his favour. 

Saturday, August 22nd. —^To-day was devoted to 
general quiet; and I spent all I could of it in my sweet 
wood, reading the ' Art of Contentment,’ a delightful old 
treatise, by the author of ‘The Whole Duty of Man,* 
which I have found in the Saltram Library. 

Monday, August 24th. —^To-day the Royals went 
to Marystow, Colonel Heywood’s, and Miss Planta and 
mpelf to Mount-Edgecumbe. The Queen had desired 
me to take Miss Planta, and I bad written to prepare 
Lady Mount'Edgeciimbe for a companion. 

We went in a chaise to the ferry, and thence in a boat. 
1 did not like this part of the business, for we had no 
pilot we knew, nor any one to direct us. They would 
hardly believe, at Mount-Edgecumbe, we had adventured 
in so unguarded a manner: but our superior is too high 
4o discover difficulties, or know common precautions; 
and we fare, therefore, considerably worse in alt these 
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excursions, from belonging to crowned heads, than we 
should do in our own private stations, if visiting at any 
part of the kingdom. 

Safe, however, though not pleasantly, we arrived on the 
opposite shore; where we found a gurdenei. and a very 
conimodioiis garden-ciiair waiting for us. We drove 
through a sweet park to the house, at the gate of which 
stood Lord and Lady Mouiit-Edgecumbe, who told us 
(hat they had just heard au intenliuii of their Majesties 
to sail the next day up the River Tamer, and tlterefure 
they thought it their duty to hasten off to a seat they have 
near its banks, Coteil, with refreshments and accommo¬ 
dations, in case they should be honoured with a visit to 
see the place, which was very ancient and curious. They 
should leave Lord Vailetort to do the honours, and ex¬ 
pressed much civil regret in the circumstance: but the 
distance was loo great to admit of the journey, over bad 
roads, if they deferred it till after dinner. 

We then proceeded, in the chair, to see the place: it 
is truly noble; but 1 shall enter into no description 
from want uf time: take a list simply of its particular 
points. The sea, in some places, shows itself in its 
whole vast and uniiniiied expanse; at others, the jutting 
land renders it merely a beautiful basin or canal ; the 
borders down to the sea are in some parts flourishing 
with the flnest evergreens and most vivid verdure, and in 
' others are barren, rocky, and perilous. In one moment 
you might suppose yourself cast on a desert island, and 
the next And yourself in the most fertile and luxurious 
country. In diflereiit views we Were shown Cawsaud 
Bay, the Hamoaze, the Rocks called The Maker, &c.,— 
Dartmoor Hills, Plymouth, the Dockyard, Saltram, and 
St. George's Channel. Several noble ships, manned and 
commissioned, were in the Hamoaze : amongst tliem our 
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Weymouth frieuds^ the " Magnificent” and “ Southamp- 
tou.” 

A very beautiful flower>garden is enclosed in one part 
of the grounds; and huts, seats, and ornaments in ge¬ 
neral, were, well adapted to the scenery of the place. 
A seat is consecrated to Mrs. Damer, with an acrostic 
on her name by Lord Valletori. It is surprising to see 
the state of vegetation at this place, so close to the main. 
Myrtles, pomegranates, evergreens, and flowering shrubs, 
all thrive, and stand the cold blast, when planted in a 
southern aspect, as safely as in an inland country. As it 
is a peninsula, it has all aspects, and the plantations 
and dispositions of the ground are admirably and skil¬ 
fully assorted to tliem. 

The great open view, however, disappointed me : the 
towns it shows have no prominent features, the country 
is as flat as it is extensive, and the various branches of 
the sea which run into it give, upon their retreat, a 
marshy, muddy, unpleasant appearance. There is, be¬ 
sides, a want of some one striking object to arrest the eye, 
and flx the attention, which wearies from the general 
glare. Points, however, there are, both of the sublime 
and beautiful, that merit all the fame which this noble 
place has acquired. 

In our tour around it we met Lord Stopford, Mr. 
Townshend, and Captain Pouglas; and heard a tre¬ 
mendous account of the rage of the 
disappointed of a dinner at the Royal visit to Mount- 
Rdgecumbe. 

We did not quit these fine grounds till near dinner¬ 
time. The housekeeper then showed us the bouse, and 
tr set of apartments newly fitted up for the Royals, had 
they chosen to sleep at Mount-Edgecumbe. 

The bouse is old, and seems pleasant and convenient. 


sea-captains, on being« 
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In a very pretty circular parlour, which bad the ap> 
pearance of being the chief living room, I saw amongst 
a small coUection of books, * Cecilia.* I immediately 
Mid a wager with myself the first volume would open upon 
Paccbierotti; and I won it very honestly^ though I 
never expect to be paid it. The chapter, “ An Opera 
Kehearsal,” was so well read, the leaves always flew apart 
to display it. 

The library is an exceeding good room, and seems 
charmingly furnished. Here Lord Valletort received us. 
His lady was confined to her room by indisposition. He 
is a most neat little beau, and bis face has the roses and 
lilies as finely blended as that of his pretty young 
wife. He was extremely civil and attentive, and appears 
to be really amiable in bis disposition. 

Mr. Brett, a plain, sensible, conversible man, who has 
an estate in the neiglibourliood, dined with us; and a 
young f'renchman. The diuner was very cheerful: my 
lord, at the head of the table, looked only like his lady 
ill a riding'dress. 

However, be received one mortifying trial of bis 
temper; he had sent to request sailing up the Tamer 
next day with Sir Richard Bickerton ; and he had a blunt 
refusal, in a note, (luring our repast. Not an officer in 
the fleet would accommodate him I their resentment of 
the dinner slight is quite vehement. 

We returned home the same way we came; the good- 
natured little lord, and Mr. Brett also, quite shocked we 
had no better guard or care taken of us. 

Tuesday, August 25th.— Hiis morning all the 
Royals went sailing up the Tamer; and 1 had the plea¬ 
sure of a visit from the very amiable and ingenious Miss 
Harriet Bowdler, whom 1 had not seen since the tea- 
party at Mrs. De Luc’s in my first monastic year. She 
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is here to see the naval review, at Captain Fanshaw’s, 
and was brought b; Captain Duckworth. Her sister 
Frances is now at Teigiim<)Utb,-where first 1 met her; 
and rather better, but in a miserable state of health, whicb 
I heard with much concern. 

Captain Duckworth, I find, has both a house and a 
mate in this neighbourhood, and Mrs. Bowdler is now on 
a visit to both. They made me a long and pleasant visit, 
and were scarce gone when Mrs. Fox w'as announced. 
She was Miss Clayton, half-sister to poor Emily; and 
I had not seen her since her marriage to the C/olonel, who 
is own brother to Charles Fox. Slie is a very pleasing wo¬ 
man. These all came on the strength of the Royals’ 
absence. Mrs. Fox invited me much to her barrack, 
where she is quartered with her husband; and ofierrd to 
show Miss Planta and me the citadel, 8Cc.; but we can 
arrange nothing for ourselves. 

Wronesday, August 2Gth. —This was our last day at 
Saltram. 

The Royals went to see Kitley, a place of Mr. Bastard's; 
and at noon I bad a visit of inquiry about them all, from 
Lord and Lady Mount-Kdgecumbe, and Lord Vallctort; 
who were all full of the honours done them, and told me 
the obelisks and arches they meant to construct in com¬ 
memoration. Lady Mount-£dgecunibe made me pro¬ 
mise to write to her from Weymouth, and from Windsor, 
news of Royal healths. 

1 had a visit also from Admiral La Forey, who came 
to a levee of the King, and was created a baronet 

From the window, besides, I had a call from Captain 
Onslow, who wa waiting the King’s return in the park. 

told me he had brought up a brother of mine for the 
sea. I did not refresh his memory with the severities he 
practised in that marine education. 
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Thursday, August 27th. —We quitted Saltram iu 
the same order we had reached it, and returned to Kxe- 
ter, where we spent the rest of die day. 

Friuay, August 2Sth. —We travelled back to Wey¬ 
mouth. 

« « * * 4t 

Friday, September 4th. —Her Majesty made a point 
that Miss Planta and myself should go to-night to the ball 
of the Master of the Ceremonies; though, having no party, 
it was 80 disagreeable to me, that I ventured to reinon- 
stiate. That is'never, I find, even in declining favours, 
to be done. 

Sunday, September Cth. —^This evening, the Royals 
and their train all went again to the rooms to drink their 
tea. 

Miss Planta and myself w'ere taking ours quietly to¬ 
gether, and I was fiuishiiig a charming sermon of Blair, 
while she was running over some old newspapers, when, 
suddenly, but very gently, the room-door was opened, 
and then I heard " W'ill Miss Burney permit me to 
come in, and give me a dish of tea?”—Twas Mr. 
Fairly. 

He said we were to go on Monday se'nnight to Lord 
Bath’s, on Wednesday toLxirdAjlesbury’s, and on Friday 
to return to Windsor. He was himself to be discharged 
some days sooner, as he should uot be wanted on the road. 

He said many things relative to court lives and situa¬ 
tions : witli respect, deference, and regard invariable, he 
mentioned the leading individuals; but said iiotbing could 
be so weak as to look there, in such stations, for such 
impossibilities as sympathy, fiieiidship, or cordiality! 
And be finished with saying, People forget themselves 
who look for them 1” Such, however, is not niy feeling; 
and I am satisfied he has met with some unexpected 
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coldness. Miss Flanta being present, he explained onlv 
in generals. 

e # e. 9 e 

Monday, September 14th. —We all left Weymoiilh. 

All possible honours were paid the King on his de¬ 
parture; lords, ladies, and sea-oflicers lined the way that 
be passed, the guns of the Magnificent and ^uthampton 
fired the parting salute, and the ships were under sail. 

We all set out as before, but parted on the road. The 
Royals went to breakfast at Redlinch, the seat of Lord 
Ilchester, where Mr. Fairly was in waiting for them, and 
thence proceeded to a collation at Sherborne Castle, 
whither he was to accompany them, and then resign his 
present attendance, which has been long ami troublesome 
and irksome, I am sure. 

Miss Plaiita and myself proceeded to Longicat, the 
seat of the Marquis of Bath, late Lord Weymouth ; where 
we were all to dine, sleep, and spend the following day 
and night. 

Longleat was formerly the dwelling of the Eurl of 
Lansdowne, uncle to Mrs. Delany; and here, at this seat, 
that heartless uncle, to promote some political views, sacri¬ 
ficed his incomparable niece, at the age of seventeen, 
marrying her to an unwieldy, uncultivated, country esquire, 
near sixty years of age, and scarce ever sober—his name 
Pendai'ves. 

With how sad an awe, in recollecting her submissive 
unhappiness, did I enter these doors!—and with what in¬ 
dignant hatred did I look at the portrait of the unfeeling 
Earl, to whom her gentle repugnance, shown by almost 
incessant tears, was thrown away, as if she, ber person, 
4nd her existence were nothing in the scale, where the 
disposition of a few boroughs opposed them I Yet was 
this the famous Granville—the poet, the fine gentleman. 
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the statesman, the friend and patron of Pope, of whom 
he wrote— 

" What Muse for GranviQe can refuse to sing }” 

Mine, 1 am sure, for ooe. 

tiad)' Bath showed us our rooms, to which we repaired 
immediately, to dress before the arrival of the‘Royals. 

We dined with the gentlemen, all but the Marquis, who 
was admitted, in his own house, to dine with the King and 
Queen, as were all the ladies of his family. Lord Wey¬ 
mouth, the eldest son, was our president; and two of his 
brothers, Lords George and John, with Lord Conrtown 
and the two Colonels, made the party. The Weymonths, 
Thynnes rather, are silent, and we had but little talk or 
entertainment. 

My poor Mrs. Delany was constantly in my mind— 
constantly, constantly!—1 thought I saw her meek image 
vainly combating afilietion and disgust with duty and 
compliance, and weeping floods of tears, unnoticed by 
her unrelenting persecutor. 

We spent all the following day here. I went to the 
chapel; 1 felt horror-struck as I looked at the altar: 
what an ofleriiig for ambition! what a sacrifice ta 
tyranny! 

The house is very magnificent, and of an immense mag¬ 
nitude. It seems much out of repair, and by no means 
cheerful or comfortable. Gloomy grandeur seems the 
proper epithet for the building and its fitting-up. ‘It had 
been designed for a monastery, and as such was nearly 
completed when Henry VIII. dissolved those seminaries. 
It was finished as a dwelling-house in the reign of his 
son, by one of the Thynnes, who was knighted in a field 
of battle by the Protector Somerset. 

Many things in the house, and many queer old portraits, 
afforded me matter of speculation, and would have filled 
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up more time than I had to bestow, 'i'here are portraits 
of Jane Shore and Fair Rosamond, which have some 
marks of ori^iiality, b«^ing miserable daubs, yet from evi¬ 
dently beantifnl subjects. Arabella Stuart is also at full 
length, and King Charleses and Jameses in abundance, 
with their queens, brethren, and cousins. There are gal¬ 
leries in this house of the dimensions of college halls. 

The state rooms on the ground door are very hand- 
some; but the queer antique little old corners, cells, 
recesses, “ passages that lead to nothing," unexpected 
openings, and abrupt stoppages, with the quaint devices 
of various old-fashioned ornaments, amused me the most. 

My bed-room was furnished with crimson velvet, bed 
included, yet so high, though only the second story, that 
it made me giddy to look luto the park, and tired to wind 
up the 6ight of stairs. It was formerly the favourite 
room, the housekeeper told me, of Bishop Kenn, who put 
on his shroud in it before he died. Hud I fancied I hud 
seen his ghost, I might have screamed my voice away, 
unheard by any assistant to lay it; fur so far was 1 from 
the rest of the habitable part of.the mansion, that not the 
lungs of Mr. Bruce could have availed me. ’Tis the 
room, however, in which the present Bishop of Exeter 
resides when here, and he was a favourite of my Mrs. 
Delany; and all lliat brought her to my mind witliout 
marrying her was soothing to me. 

The housekeeper showed me a portrait of Mis. Gran¬ 
ville, her mother. It is liandsome, and not wholly unre¬ 
sembling. Lord Bath was a distant relation of the 
Granvilles. 

The park is noble and spacious. It was filled with 
1 country folks, permitted to enter that they might see their 
sovereigns, and it looked as gay without as it seemed 
gloomy within. The people were dressed in their best. 
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as if tUey came to a fiiir; and sa^Mfaouts and haUooings 
ensued, whenever the King a^giwBfed at a window, that the 
whole building rang again the vibration. Nothing 
upon earth can be more gratifying than the sight of ihb'' 
dear and excellent King thus loved and received by all 
descriptions of his subjects. 

Wednesday, September 16th.—W e set out, amidst, 
the acclamations of a multitude, from Longlcat for Tot¬ 
tenham Park, the seat of Lord Aylesbury. The park i|^/ 
of great extent and moderate beauty. The house is very * 
well. 

We had only our own party, the three gentlemen, at 
dinner and breakfast. These gentlemen only dine with 
tiie King when he keeps house, and keeps it incog, him¬ 
self. At Tottenham Park, only my Lord Aylesbury, as 
master of the house, was admitted. He and his lady 
were both extremely desirous to make all their guests 
comfortable; and Lady Aylesbury very politely offered 
me the vise of her own collection of books. But I found, 
at the top of the house, a very large old library, in which 
there were sundry uncommon and curious old English 
tracts, that afforded me much entertainment. 'Tis a 
library of long standing. 

Here are many original portraits also, that offer enough 
for speculation. A "Bloody Mary,” by Sir Anthony 
More, which I saw with much curiosity, and liked better 
than I expected. The beautiful Duchesses of Cleveland 
and Portsmouth, I fancy by Kneller; but we had no 
cicerojie. • A very fine picture of a lady in black, that I 
can credit to be Vandyke, but who else can 1 know iidt. 
Several portraits by Sir Peter Lely, extremely soft and 
pleasing, and of subjects uncommonly beautiful; many 
by Sir Godfrey Kneller, well enough; and many more 
by Sir Something Thornhill, very thick and heavy. 

VOL. V. E 
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The good lord of the manBion put up a ne^T bed for 
the King aud Queen that cost him 900/. 

We drove about the park in garden<cbair8; but it is too 
flat for much diversity of prospect. 

Two thinp I heard here with concera—that my god¬ 
mother, Mrs. Greville, was dead; and that poor Sir 
Joshua Reynolds had lost the sight of one of his eyes. 

Fsidat, Sbptsmber 18th. —We left Tottenham 
Court, and returned to Windsor. The Royals hastened 
to the younger Princesses, and 1 .... to Mrs. Schwellen- 
berg. I was civilly received, however. But deadly dead 
sunk my heart as I entered her apartment. 

The nest day 1 had a visit from my dear brother 
Charles—^full of business, letters, &c. 1 rejoiced to see 
him, and to confab over all bis a6fair$, plans, and visions, 
more at full length than for a long time past. 1 was 
forced to introduce him to Mrs. Schwelleuberg, and he 
flourished away successfully enough; but it was very 
vexatious, as he bad matters innumerable for discussion. 

* * « v * 

Miss Btimey to Dr. Burney. 

Queeo't Lodgo* Windior, October 27> 1789. 

Most dear Sir,—^We go on here amazingly well, though 
every day now presents some anniversary of such miseries 
as scarce any house ever knew before last year. They 
call back to my mind every clfcumstance, with daily ac¬ 
curacy, and a eort of recollective melancholy that 1 And 
always ready to mix with the joy and thanksgiving of the 
most blessed deliverance and change. 

Nor is it possible to think more of our escape than of 
the sudden adversity oS the French. Truly terrible and 
tremendous are revolutions such as these. There is no¬ 
thing in old history that 1 shall any longer think fabulous; 
the destruction of the most ancient empires on record has 
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nothing more wonderful, nor of more sounding impro¬ 
bability, than the demolition of this great nation, whicii 
rises up all against itself for its own ruin—-perhaps anni- 
hilation. Even the Amazons were but the poissardes of 
the day; I no longer doubt their existence or their 
prowess; and name 'but some leader amongst the de¬ 
stroyers of the Bastile, and what is said of Hercules or 
Theseus we need no longer discredit. 1 only suppose 
those two heroes were the many-headed mob of ancient 
days. 

* « • * • 

I had the surprise and pleasure, a few days since, of a 
note from Mrs. Lambart: her son is married to a lady 
who lived at Windsor, and they are now nil together in tiiis 
town. I contrived, after encountering my difliculties suc¬ 
cessfully (a very female Hercules 1 think myself when 
I conquer them), to call upon her. She lamented losing 
the pleasure of your society, and of my mother’s, by 
quitting Chelsea; and the cause, you may easily believe, 
she lamented far more deeply. Much had passed since 
I had seen her, and all bad: she had lost this brother, 
with whom she meant to reside frequently, and she had 
lost her other brother, Sir Philip Jennings Clerke, and 
two nephews; and the mutual friend through whom we 
became acquainted, and at whose house we had alone met, 
is lost also. How ntuch and how melancholy was our 
conversation upon that subject! a subject always sad, 
yet invariably interesting and dear to me. 

1 was sorry to see in the papers the death of poor Mr. 
Bremner. I hope he had read, in your * History of 
Music,’ the honourable mention of his possessing Queen 
Elizabeth’s * Virginal Book?’ To whom does that book 
now devolve? 1 think what you say of,the time required 
—-a month’s practice—to enable any master in Europe to 

F 2 
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play ooe of tbe lessons, will not much stimulate the sale, 
amongst the busy professors of these busy days: but a 
Dilettante purchaser may yet be fouad : they have gene* 
rally most courage, because less belief in difficulties, from 
being further off from discerning themj 1 should else 
fear you bad ruined the market. * 

I was told the other day, by Mrs. Fisher, wife of our 
canon, that “ my friend Mr. Twining” was at Windsor. 
I did (he impossible in order to meet him at her house 
for a moment, and then found it was that good friend's 
brother, with his wife. 1 was very glad to see them both, 
but not considerably the more for the disappointment and 
mistake. 

My own dearest friends, Mr. and Mrs. Lock, have just 
paid me their annual visit here. How grieved was I, when 
it was over, to think another October must come ere 
Windsor had any chance of repeating that felicity to me 1 
Yet I shall have the pleasure soon of seeing tlie lovely 
Mrs. ■; but her sight, pom* thing! is amongst the sen* 
sations that are even peculiarly melancholy at Windsor. 

W'e all go on here, day by day, night by night, so pre¬ 
cisely the same, that monotony cannot be more perfect. 

I hope when you come to town you see dear Sir Joshua? 

Ever, dearest Sir, 

Most lovingly and dutifully, your 

F. B. 


November. —My memorandums of this month are 
very regular; but I shall beg leave to condense them uil 
ipto the days and circumstances essential. 

Upon the birthday of tlie Princess Sophia I had the 
'^honour to present my pretty Leatherhead fairing ,—the 
pincushion, needle-book, and letter-case of pink saiin.and 
the inkstand, so long deferred, for Princess Mary. 
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Early in this month I bad tlie solace of three little iit' 
terviews with my beloved Susanna. On the birthday of 
the Princess Augusta, the excellent Mr. and Mrs. Smelt, 
just arrived from their summer tour to their daughters, 
came hither with congratulations. As it proved, 'twas tlie 
last visit of that very white>souled and amiable woman, 
and the last time I ever beheld her; but she was particu¬ 
larly well, and theie appeared no symptom of the fatal 
end so near approaching. 

The following day Colonel Gwynn came. He told us, 
at tea-time, the wonderful recovery of Colonel Golds¬ 
worthy, who has had an almost desperate illness; aud 
then added that he had dined the preceding day with him, 
and met Mr. Fairly, who was coming to Windsor, and 
all prepared, when he was suddenly stopped, on the very 
preceding evening, by a fresh attack of the gout. 

1 heard this with much concern, aud made many in¬ 
quiries, which were presently interrupted by an exclama¬ 
tion of Major Garth, who was now in waiting: The 
gout?” he cried: nay, then, it is time he should get a 
nitrse ; and, indeed, I hear he has one in view.” 

Colonel Gwynn instantly turned short, with a vesy signi¬ 
ficant smile of triumph, towards me, that seemed to con¬ 
firm this assertion, while it exulted in his own prediction 
at Cheltenham. 

The following morning, while 1 was alone with my 
Royal Mistress, she mentioned Mr. Fairly for the first 
time since we left Weymouth. It was to express much 
displeasure against him: he bad misled Lord Aylesbury 
about the ensuing drawing-room, by affirming there would 
be none this month. 

After saying how w’rong this was, and bearing me ven¬ 
ture to answer I could not doubt but be must have had 
some reason, which, if known, might account for his mis- 



70 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part II. 


take, she auddenl;, aod with some severity of accent, 
said, “ He will not come here! For some reason or other 
he does not choose it! He cannot bear to come 1*' 

How was 1 amazed ! and silenced pretty effectually! 

She then udded, ''He has set his heart against coming. 
I know he has been in town some considerable time, but 
he has desired it may not be told here. 1 know, too, that 
when be has been met in the streets, he has called out, 
' For Heaven's sake, if you are going to Windsor, do not 
say you have seen lue.' ” 

Wednesday, November 18th. —^We were to go to 
town: but while 1 was taking my hasty breakfast Miss 
Pianta flew into the room, eagerly exclaiming " Have you 
heard the news ?” 

1 saw, instantly, by her eyes and manner, what she 
meant; and therefore answered, "I believe so.” 

" Mr. Fairlv is going to be married! 1 resolved I 

would tell you.” 

" I heard the rumour,” I replied, '* the other day, from 
Colonel Gwyiin.” 

‘*0, it's true!” she cried; " he has written to ask 

I 

leave; but for Heaven’s sake don't say so!'’ 

1 gave her my ready promise, for 1 believed not a sylla* 
ble of the matter; but 1 would not tell her that. 

Ill * « • t» 

We weat to town not only for the drawiiig'foom on the 
next day, but also for the play on this Wednesday uight: 
and the party appointed to sit in the Queen’s private box, 
as, on these occasions, the balcdiiy-box opposite to the 
Royals is called, dined with Mrs. Schwellenberg,':—namely, 
, Mrs. Stainforth, Miss Pianta, Mr. He Luc, and Mr 
Hiomas Willis. 

When we arrived at the playhouse we found the lobby 
and all the avenues so crowded, that it was with the ut- 
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most difficulty we forced our way up the stairs. It was 
the first appearance of the good King at the theatre since 
his illness.' 

When we got up stairs, we were stopped efTectualiy: 
there was not room for a fly; and though o^r box was 
not only taken and kept, but partitioned off, to get to it 
was wholly impracticable. 

Mr. Willis and Miss Planta protested' they would go 
down again, and remonstrate with Mr. Harris, the ma¬ 
nager; and I must own'the scene that followed was not 
uneutertaiuiug. Mrs. Stainforth and myself were fast flxed 
in an angle at the comer of the stairs, and Mr. De Luc 
stood in the midst of the crowd, where he began offering 
so many grave arguments, with such deliberation and 
precision, every now and then going back in his reason¬ 
ing to correct his own English,'representing our right to 
proceed, and the wrong of not making way for us, that 
it was irresistibly comic to see the people stare, as they 
pushed on, and to see his unconscious content in their 
passing him, so long as he completed his expostulations 
on their indecorum. 

Meanwhile, poor Mrs. Stainforth lost her cloak, and in 
her loud lamentations, and calls upon all present to 
witness her distress (to which, for enhancing its import¬ 
ance, she continually added, “Whoever has found it should 
bring it to the Queen’s house,”) she occupied the atteii' 
tioii of all upon the stairs as completely a^ it was occu¬ 
pied by Mr. De Luc for all in the passages: but, belas! 
neither the philosophic harangue of the one, nor the royal 
dignity of the other, prevailed; and while there we stood, 
expecting an avenue to be formed, either for our elo¬ 
quence or our consequence, not an inch of ground did 
we gain, and those who had neither made their way, and 
got on in multitudes. 
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Offended, at length, as well as tired, Mrs. Stainforth 
proposed our going down, and waiting in the lobb;, till 
Mr. Harris arrived. 

Here we were joined by a gentleman, whose manner of 
fixing me showed a l)aIf*recollectioii of my face, which 
I precisely returned him, without being able to recollect 
where I had seen him before. He spoke to Mrs. Stain- 
fortli, who answered as if she knew him, and then he 
came to me and offered to assist in getting me to my box. 
I (old him the manager had already been sent to. He 
did not, however, go off, but entered into conversation 
upon the crowd, play, &c., with the ease of an old ac* 
quaintance. I took the first opportunity to inquire of 
Mrs. Stainforth who he was, and heard—Lord Mount- 
murres, whom you may remember 1 met with at the 
theatre at Cheltenham. 

What, however, was ridiculous enough was, that, after 
a considerable length of lime, be asked me who Mrs. 
Stainforth was.' and 1 afterwards heard he had made the 
same inquiry of herself about me! The difference of n 
dressed and undressed head had occasioned, 1 suppose, 
the doubt. 

The moment, however, he had completely satisfied 
-himself in this, he fairly joined me, as if he had naturally 
belonged to our party. And it turned out very accept¬ 
able, for we were involved in all such sort of difficulties 
as our philosophy was the least adapted to remove. 

We now weitt about, in and out, up and down, but 
without any power to make way, the crowd every instant 
thickening. 

We then were fain to return to our quiet post, behind 
the side-boxes in the lobby, where we remained till the 
arrival of the King, and then were somewhat recompensed 
for missing the- sight of his entrance, by beahug the 
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sound of his reception: for so violent an huzzaing com- 
jnenced, such thundering clapping, knocking iviUi sticks, 
and shouting, and so universal a chorus of “ God save the 
King,” that not all the inconveniences of my situation 
could keep my heart from beating with joy, por my eyes 
fium running over with gratitude for its occasion. 

Lord Mountmorres, who joined in the stick part of the 
general plaudit, exclaimed frequently, <‘What popularity 
is this! ho\v tine to a man's feelings! yet—he must hnd 
it embarrassing.” 

Indeed I should suppose he could with difficulty bear 
it. ’Twas almost adoration I How much I lament that 
I lost the sight of his benign countenance, during such 
glorious moments as the most favoured monarchs can 
scarce enjoy twice in the longest life! 

Miss Plaiita and Mr. Willis now returned: they had had 
no success; Mr. Harris said they might as well stem the 
tide of the ocean as oppose or rule such a crowd. 

The play now began; and Lord Mountmorres went 
away to reconnoitre; but, presently returning, said, “ If 
you wilt trust yourself with me I will sliow you your 
chance.” And then he conducted me to the foot of the 
stairs leading to our box, which exhibited such a mass of 
living creatures, that the insects of an ant-hill could 
scarce be more compact. 

We were passed by Lord Stopford, Captain Douglas, 
and some other of our acquaintance, who told us of simi¬ 
lar distresses; and in this manner passed the first act! 
The box-keeper came and told Lord Mountmorres be 
could now give his Lordship one seat: but the humours of 
the lobby he now preferred, and refused the place: 
though I repeatedly begged that we might'Dot detain 
him. But he was determined to see us safe landed before 
he left us. 
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Mr. Harria now came agun, and proposed taking us 
anotherwajj to trj to get up some back-stairs. We then 
went behind the scenes for this purpose: but here Mr. 
Harris was called away« and we were left upon the stage. 
Lord Mountmorres led me to various peep-holes, where I 
could at least have the satisfaction of'seeing the King and 
Royal Family^ as well as the people, and the whole was a 
sight most grateful to my eyes. 

So civil, however, aud so attentive he was, that a new 
perplexity now occurred to me: he had given up his 
place, and had taken so much trouble, that I thought, if 
we at last got to our box, he would certainly expect to 
be accommodated in it. And to take any one, without 
previous permission, into the QueerCs private hox, and 
immediately facing their Majesties, was a liberty 1 knew 
not how to risk; and, in truth, 1 knew not enough of his 
present politics to be at all sure if they might not be even 
peculiarly obnoxious. 

This consideration, therefore, began now so much to 
reconcile me to this emigrant evening, that 1 ceased even 
to wish for recovering our box. 

When Mr. Harris came back, be said be had nothing 
to propose but bis own box, which we readily accepted. 

To this our access was easy, as it was over the King 
and Queen, and consequently not desirable to those who 
came to see them. 1 too now preferred it, as it was out 
of their sight, and enabled me to tell liOrd Mountmorres, 
who led me to it through the crowd with unceasing trou¬ 
ble and attention, that till be could get better accommo¬ 
dated a place was at bis service. 

He closed instantly with the offer, placing himself be¬ 
hind mebut said be saw some of his relations in the 
opposite stage-box, Lady Moroiogton and her beautiful 
daughter Lady Anu Wellesley, and, as soou as the act 
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was over, he would go down and persuade them to make 
room for him. 

1 was shocked, however, after all this, to hear him own 
himself glad to sit down, as he was still rather lame, from 
a dreadful overturn in-a carnage, in which his leg had 
been nearly crushed by being caught within the coach- 
dour, which beat down npon it, and almost demolished 
it. 

Tliis anecdote, however, led to another more pleasant; 
for it brought on a conversation which showed me liis 
present principles, at least, were all on the government 
side. The accident had happened duriug n journey to 
Chester, in his way to Ireland, whither he was hastening 
upon the Regency business, last winter: and he went to 
the Irish House of Peers tlie first time he quitted his 
room, after a confinement of three weeks from this terrible 
bruise. 

" But how,” cried I, " could you stand?” 

T did not stand,” be answered; “they indulged me 
with leave to speak sitting.” 

“ What a useful opening, then, my Lord,” cried I, “ did 
you lose for every new paragraph! ” 

I meant, the cant of Now I am upon my legs.” He 
understood it instantly, and laughed heartily, protesting 
it was no small detriment to his oratory. 

The play was the “ Dramatist,” written with that spe¬ 
cies of humour in caricature that resembles O’Keefe’s 
performances; full of absurdities, yet laughable in the 
extreme. We heard very ill, and, missing the beginning, 
we understood still worse: so that, in fact, 1 was in¬ 
debted to my new associate for all the entertainment I 
received the whole evening. 

When the act was over, the place on which he had cast 
his eye, near Lady Momington, was seized; he laughed. 
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put down his hat, and composed himself quiellv for re* 
maining where he was. 

He must be a man of a singular character, though of 
what sort 1 know not: but in hbt conversation he showed 
much information, and a.spirited desire of interchanging 
ideas with tliose who came in his way. 

We talked a great deal of France, and he related to me 
a variety of anecdotes just fresh iihported thence. He 
was there at the first assembling of the Notables, and he 
saw, he said, impending great events from that assemblage. 
The two most remarkable things that had struck him, he 
told me, in this wonderful revolution, were—first, that 
the French Guards should ever give up their King; and 
secondly, that the chief spirit and capacity hitherto shown 
amongst individuals had come from the ecclesiastics. 

He is very much of opinion the spirit of the times will 
come round to this island. In what, I asked, could be its 
pretence?—^The game-laws, be answered, and the tithes. 

He told me, also, a great deal of Ireland, and enlarged 
my political knowledge abundantly,—but I shall not be 
so generous, my dear friends, as to let you. into all these 
state matters. 

But I must tell you a good sort of quirk of Mr. Wilkes, 
who, when the power of the mob and their cruelty were 
first reciting, quarrelled with a gentleman for saying the 
French government was become a democracy, and as¬ 
serted it was rather a fTio&ocrory. The pit, he said, re¬ 
minded him of a sight be once saw in Westminster Hall, 
—a floor of faces. 

He was a candidate for Westminster at that time, 
with Charles Fox 1—Thus do we veer about. 

At the end of the. farce, " God save the King ” was 
most vodferously called for from all parts of the theatre, 
and all the^singers of the theatre came on the'Stage to 
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sing it, joined by the whole audience, who kept it up 
till the Sovereign of hU people's hearts left the bouse. It 
was noble and hearUntelting at once to hear and see such 
loyal rapture, and to feel and know it so deserved. 

Friday, November 20th. —Some business,sertt me to 
speak with Miss Planta before our joum^ back to Wind¬ 
sor. When it was executed and I was coming away, she 
called out, "O ! a propos—it's all declared, and the Prin¬ 
cesses wished Miss Fuzilier joy yesterdayin the drawing- 
looin. She looked remarkably well; but said Mr. Fairly 
had still a little gout, and could not appear." 

Now first my belief followed assertion;—but it was 
only because it was inevitable, since the Princesses could 

not have proceeded so far without certainty. 

• • * « * 

4 

We returned to Windsor as usual, and there I was, just 
as usual, obliged to finish every evening with picquet!— 
and to pass all and every afternoon, from dinner to mid¬ 
night, in picquet company. 

Saturday, November 28th. —The Queen, after a 
very long airing, came in to dress, and summoned me 
immediately ; and in two minutes the Princess Royal 
entered, and said something in German, and then added, 
“ And Mr. Fairly, ma’am, begs he may see you a mo> 
inent now, if possible." 

This is his first coming to the house since her Royal 
Highness’s birthday, just two months ago. 

“ I am very sorry," was answered coolly, but I am 
going to dress." 

He won’t keep you a moment, mamma, only he 
wants to get on to St. Leonard's to dinner.' 

Miss Fuailier is now ther^. 

“ Well, then,” she ans\Yered, “ I’JI slip on my poivder- 
ing-gown, and see him." 
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I found, howoTer, they had already met^ probably In 
the passage, for the Queen added, " How melancholy he 
looks {--does not he. Princess Royal ? 

Yes, indeed, mamma!”—^They then again talked in 
German. ■ 

The Princess then went to call him: and I hastened 

> ^ 

into the next room, with some caps just then inspect¬ 
ing. 

Mr. Turbulent again dined with us, and said, 1 find 
Mr. Fairly is here to-day ? when is he to be married ? ”. 

Mrs. Schwellenberg reproved him for talking of soch 
thingsshe holds it petty treason to speak of it, as they 
are both in office about the Court; though she confessed 
it wotild be in a fortnight. 

At tea, when the gentlemcn-»General Bude, Majors 
Price and Garth, and Mr. Willis—appeared, she said, 
“ Where be Mr. Fairly?” They all exclaimed, “ Is he 
here ? ’* 

“ O, certain, if he ben’t gone! ” 

1 then said he had gone on to St. Leonard's. 

They all expressed the utmost surprise that he should 
come, and go, and see none of them. 

When they retired, Mrs. Schwellenberg exclaimed, 
** For what not stay one night? For what not go to tlie 
gentlemen?—It looks like when he been ashamed.—O 
fie! 1 don’t not like soch ting. And for what always 
say coiitraire ?—always say to everybody be won't nut 
have her !—There mught be sometiug wrong in all that 
—it looks not well.” 


1 saw a strong desire to have me enter into the merits 
of th^^ase; but I constantly answer to these exclama¬ 
tions, that these sort of situations are regIrded in the 
woriti as licensing denials first, and truancy from all 
others afterwai'ds. 
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Sunday, November 29th. —General Harcourt was 
here at tea ; but not one of our gentlemen inquired after 
his guest;—they are afEronted at his running away from 
all. 

General Harcourt, however, uncalled, made the ful- 

% 

lowing speech. " Fairly is uot the thing—>not at all—very 
unwell: an unformed gout—the most disagreeable sensa> 
tiou I suppose a man can have, and the most uncomfort¬ 
able ; a real fit would be far preferable; but it is some¬ 
thing hanging about bim that comes to nothing.*' 

This was beard by all, even his particular friend Ge¬ 
neral Bude, without the least expression of care. To 
forget is soon to be forgotten !■—he has dropped them till 
they now drop him. 

Becehber. —Most gratefully I met the mild anniver¬ 
saries of this month, which was so dreadful in the year 
'88. The King's health seems perfect, and there is a 
coolness and composure in his manner that promise its 
permanency—God be praised 1 

But let me now, to enliven you a little, introduce to you 
a new acquaintance, self-made, that I meet at the cbapel, 
and who always sits next me when there is room,—Mrs. 

J-, wife to the Bishop of K——: and before die 

sen'ice begins, she enters into small talk, with a pretty 
tolerable degree of fiankness, not much repressed by 
scruples of delicacy. 

Take a specimen. She opened, the other morning, 
upon my situation and occupation, and made the most 
plump inquiries into its particulars, with a sort of hearty 
good humour that removed all impertinence, whatever it 
left of inelegance:—and then began her comments. 

“ Well; the Queen, to be sure, is a great deal better 
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dressed than she used to be j but for all that, I reaUy 
think it is but au odd thing for youj—Dear! I think 
it’s something so out of the way for you!—I can’t think 
how you set about it. It must have been very droll to 
you at first. A great deal of honour, to be sure, to serve 
a Queen, and all that; but I dare say a lady’s-maid could 
do it better; though to be called about a Queen, as I say, 
is a great deal of honour : but, for my part, I should not 
like it; because to be always obliged to go to a person, 
whether one was in the humour or not, and to get up in a 
morning, if one was never so sleepy!—dear! it must be 
a mighty hurry-skurry life! you don’t look at all fit for 
it, to judge by appearances, for all its great honour, and 
all that.” 

Is not this a fit bishop’s wife ? is not here primitive 
candour and veracity? I laughed most heartily,—and we 
have now commenced acquaiotance for these occasional 
meetings. 

If this honest dame does not think me fit for this part 
of my business, there is another person, Madlle. Mont- 
mollin, who, with equal simplicity, expresses her idea of 
my unfitness for another part.—“ How you bear it,” she 
cries, living with Mrs. Schwellenberg!—-I like it better 
living in prison !—’pon m'lionDeur, I prefer it bread and 
water; I think her so cross never was. If I you, 1 won’t 
bear it—poor Miss Burney!—I so sorry!—’pon m’hon- 
neuT, 1 think to you ofteus!—^you so confined, you won’t 


have no pleasures !—” 

Miss Gomm, less plaintive, but more solemn, declared 
tlie other day, " I am sure you must go to heaven for 
living this life! ”—So, at least, you see, though in a court. 


I am not an object of envy. 

towards the eud of the month. Colonel Wellbred 
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came into waiting, to my never-failing satisfaction. Yet 
I was sorry to lose Major Garth, who seems a man of 
real worth, religious principles, and unailected honour, 
with a strong share of wh and a great deal of litera¬ 
ture. 

The Bishop of Salisbury came for the Christmas ser¬ 
mon, and spent some days here. Bishop Hurd had not 
health for coming, which I lament siuceiely. 1 made 
much acquaintance with the Bishop of Salisbury; ami, as 
Mrs. Schwellenberg passed the holidays in town, we 
were altogether very cheerful and comfortable. The 
Major is kept by the King’s invitation,' and always at 
Windsor. 

Madame La File told me she liked extremmelee dat 
Cuilonel respectable Major Preece. 

Poor Lady Caroline Waldegrave was taken very dan¬ 
gerously ill at this time; and as her sister was absent, I 
devoted to her every moment in my power. Sir Lucas 
Pepys was sent for in the middle of the night to her. 
The extreme danger from inflammation soon gave way 
to his prescriptions; but pain and illness were not uf 
such rapid flight. 

How I pitied poor Lady Elizabeth 1 She had but just 
lost her eldest brother. Lord Waldegrave, and was only 
gone on a melancholy visit to his beautiful widow, who 
was one of the House of Waldegrave Graces, married to 
her first cousin. 

Sir Lucas wrote to Captain 'Waldegrave, the only sur¬ 
viving brother, who came instautly. 

The Queen committed to me the preparing Lady 
Caroline to see him. I was so much head nurse, that I 
had every opportunity to do it gently, and it was very 
essential not to cause her any emotion, even of joy. She 

VOL. V. a 
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ia of 80 placid a nature, that the task was not difficult, 
though I devised means to save ail risks, which some time 
or other may divert you. Captain Waldegrave is a gentle 
and interesting young man, and tenderly affectionate to 
bis sisters.'o 
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Mr. Cambridge. 
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4 

JAKUARY.»-Mr9. Smelt was now most dangerously ill, 
and her excellent husband wretched in the extreme: and 
this unhappy circumstance was die leading interest and 
occupation of this period. 

1 saw niy dear and good Mrs. Ord by every opportu¬ 
nity; indeed, 1 made no other visit out of my family, nor 
req^ived any other visitor at home. 

At Chelsea I saw my dearest father from the time we 
settled in town once a>week, that is, twice in the month ! 
I met there also Pacclnerotti, to my great delight; and 
he sang so liberally and so enchaiitingly, that, just during 
that time, I knew not an ill in the world ! 

My Esterina too I visited twice! were she but as fat as 
sbe is dear! as stout as she is good!—far enough is she 
from it!—yet her sweet spirits keep their native gaiety, ut 
least their native propensity; for they re-illume through all 
her thinness and sufferings, and bring her out, from time 
to time, such as she was meant to be. Dearest Esther, it 
saddened me within to see her!—God restore and pre¬ 
serve her! 

Mr. Fairly was married the 6th.—I must wish happi¬ 
ness to smile on that day, and all its anniversaries; it 
gave a happiness to me unequalled, for it was the birth- 
dar of my Susanna! 

One evening, about this time, Mr. Fisher, now Doctor, 
drank tea with us at Windsor, and gave me ao account of 
Mr. Fairly's marriage that much amazed me. He had 
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been called upon to perform the ceremou}’. It was by 
special licence, and at the bouse of Sir R-F-. 

So religious, so strict in all ceremonies, even, of re¬ 
ligion, as he always appeared, his marrying out of a 
church was to me very unex{)ected. Dr. Fisher was him¬ 
self surprised, when called upon, and said he supposed it 
must be to please the lady. 

Nothing, he owned, could be less formal or solemn 
than the whole. Ludy C., Mrs. and Miss S., and her 
father and brother and sister, were present. They all 
dined togetlier at the usual hour, and then the ladies, as 
usual, retired. Some time after, the clerk was sent for, 
and then, with the gentlemen, joined the ladies, tvbo were 
in the drawing-room, sealed on sofas, just as at any other 
time. Dr. Fisher says he is not sure they were working, 
but the air of common employment was such, that he 
railier thinks it, and everytliing of that sort was spread 
about as on any common day—workboxes, netting- 
cascs, &c. &c. 1 ^ 

Mr. Fairly then asked Dr. Fisher what they were to 
■ do? He answered, he could nut tell; for he had never 
married anybody in a room before. 

Upon this, tliey agreed to move a table to the upper 
end of the room, the ladies still sitting quietly, and then 
put on it candles aud a prayer-book. Dr. Fisher says he 
hopes it was not a card-table, and rather believes it was 
only a Pembroke work-table. 

The lady and Sir R. then came forward, and Dr. 
Fisher read the service. 

So this, methinks, seems the way to make all tilings 
easy! 

Yet—^with so little solemnity—^without even a room 
prepared and empty—to go through a business of such 
portentous seriousness!—’Tis truly amazing from a man 
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who seemed to delight so much iu religious regulations 
and observances. Dr. Fisher himself was dissatis6ed, 
and wondered at his compliance^ though he attributed the 
plan to the lady. 

The bride behaved extremely well, he said, and was all 
smile and complacency. He had never seen her to such 
advantage, or in such soft looks, before; and perfectly 
serenef though her sister was so much moved as to go 
into hysterics. 

Afterwards, at seven o’clock, the bride and bridegroom 
set off for a friend’s house in Hertfordshire by themselves, 
attended by servants with white favours. The rest of the 
party, father, sister, and ]>*‘iest included, went to the play> 
which happened to be Bem ’tct. 

I shall say nothing of the Queen’s birthday, but that 1 
had a most beautiful trimming worked me for it by Miss 
Cambridge, who half fatigued herself to death, for the 
kind pleasure that I should haye my decorations from her 
hands. 

If in some points my lot has been unenviable, what a 
constant soiace, what sweet and soft amends, do I find 
and feel iu the almost unexampled union of kindness and 
excellence iu my chosen friends! 

The day after the br^^day produced a curious scene. 
To soften oS, by the air, a violent headache, I determined 
upon walking to Chelsea to see my dear father. 1 knew 
I should thus avoid numerous visiters of the household, 
who might pay their devoirs to Mrs. Schwellenberg. 

I missed my erraud, and speedily returned, and found 
many cards from bedchamber-women and maids of 
honour ; and, while still reading them, I was honoured 
with a call from the Bishop of Salisbury; and in two 
minutes my father came himself. 
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A pleasant conversation was commencing, when Co* 
lumh opened the door, and said, Colonel Fairly begs 
leave to ask you how you do.” 

He had been married but a week before he came into 
the midst of all the Court bustle, which he had regularly 
attended ever since! 

It was a good while beio.e the door opened again; and 
I heard a buzz of voices in ti\e passage: but when it was 
thrown open, there appeared—the bride herself!—and 
alone! 

She looked quite brilliant in smiles and spirits. 1 never 
saw a counteiiaiice so enlivened. 1 really believe she has 
lung clierished a passionate regard for Mr. Fairly, and 
brighietis now fiom its prosperity. 

1 received Os. with all the attention in my power, im 
mediately wishing hei joy: she accepted it with a thou¬ 
sand dtiiiples, and eated her on the sofa, and myself by 
her bide. 

Nobody followed, and I left the Bishop to my father, 
tvhile we entered into conver’ on, upon .be birthday, 
her new situation in being exempt from its fatigues, and 
other matters of the tii.>e being. 

I apologiscu to Mrs. Fairly for *• v inability to return 
the honou of tier visit, but readi'y undertook to inform 
Her Majesty of her inquiries, which she earnestly be^d 
from me. 

• » * • 

February. —shall take the liberty to give this month 
in loose scraps of anecdotes, and have doue with it. 

The safety of my beautiful friend, Mrs.-, I must 

first mention, as it was tbe most important circumstance 
of this period to my mind. Delighted widi a little child, 
she wrote me word she could now forget every sorrow, if 
her innocent darling m'ght be spared to her. 
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My dearest Cliarlotte also spent this time in town, 
and was with me, as usual, whenever I could make 
opportunity for the happiness of her dear and imioceut 
society. 

The loss of tlie excellent Mrs. Smelt, and all its grief 
and distress*, you were informed of at the time. Her 
truly afflicted mate is quite lost without her. His daugh> 
tera behave like angels. Mrs. Goultoii came in the ill' 
ness, iind has never left him since his deprivation, and 
means never to part from him more, e.\ccpt to Mrs. 
Cholinley. 

I have been introduced to this lady, and in a meluD'. 
choly correspondence with her upon this subject, she 
seems very worthy her origin; which, from me, is very 
high praise. 

I received a good deal of pleasure, at this time, from a 
letter sent me by Mrs. Alison, formerly my old friend 
Miss Gregory. She is married, and very ha])py, and has 
four children. Mr. Alison lives wholly in Scotland; but 
she took the opportunity of his having just published a 
metaphysical disquisition on Taste, to renew our lung- 
dropped acquaintance, by sending me the work. 1 dread 
' attacking metaphysics, but I have thanked her cordially 
for her kind remembrance. 

1 had much more difficulty from another call to an old 
connection, Mrs. North; she wrote me quite a warmly- 
uffectionate regret of losing all sight of roe, but an earnest 
invitation, in the Bishop’s name as well as her own, to 
come one. day to meet la Duchesse de Biron and the 
French noblesse now in England. 

I should really have liked it, as I hear nothing but 
commendation of that Duchesse, and have had already 
two or three propositions for meeting her; but it was not 
approved, and therefore 1 was fain to decline it. 1 took 
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what precaution I could to avoid giving offence, but I 
have heard no more from Mrs. North. 

Tuesday, February 16th. —Mr. Hastings’s trial 
re-commenced; and Her Majesty graciously presented 
me with tickets for Mr. Francis, Charlotte, and myself. 
She acknowledged a very great curiosity to know whether 
my old friends amongst the managers would renew their 
intercourse with a Court friend, or include me in the dis¬ 
taste conceived against herself, and drop their visits. I 
had not once been to the trial the preceding year, nor 
seen any of the set since itie King’s illness. 

We were three hours before they entered, all spent in 
a harmony of converse and communication I never for 
three hours following can have elsewhere: no summons 
impending->-no fear of acddental delay drawing off atten¬ 
tion to official solicitude. 

At the stated time they entered in the usual form, Mr. 
Burke first. I felt so grieved a resentment of his late 
conduct, that I was glad to turn away from his coun¬ 
tenance. 1 looked elsewhere during the whole procession, 
and their subsequent arrangement, that 1 might leave 
totally to themselves and their consciences whether to 
notice a friend from Court or not Their consciences 
said not. No one came; 1 only heard through Charlotte 
that Mr. Windham was of the set 

Mr. Anstruther spoke, and all otliers took gentle naps! 
I don’t believe he found it out 

When all was concluded, 1 saw one of them ascending 
towards our seats : and presently heard the voice of Mr. 

Burke. 

I wished myself many miles off! ’tis so painful to see 
with utter disapprobation those faces we have met with 
joy and pleasure! He came to speak to some relations of 
Mr. Anstruther; J was next them, and, when recovered 
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from my first repugnance, I thought it better to turn 
round, not to seem leading the way myself to any breach. 
I met his eyes immediately, and curtsied. He ouly said, 
“ O! is it you ? ” tbeu asked bow 1 did, said something 
in praise o( Mr. Anstrutber, partly to his friends and 
partly to me—heard from me no reply—and hurried 
away, coldly, and with a look dissatisfied and uncordial. 

1 was much concerned ; and we came away soon 
after. 

Here is an impromptu, said to have been written by 
Mr. Hastings during Mr. Grey% speech, which was a 
panegyric on Mr. Philip Francis:— 

“It hurts me not, that Grey, as Burke’s assessor, 

. Proclaims me Tyrant, Robber, and Oppressor, 

Tho’ for abuse alone meant: 

For when he call’d himself the bosom friend, 

The Friend of Philip FTancis,—I contend 
He made me Ml atonement.” 


I was called upon, on my return, to relate the day’s 

business. Heavy and lame was the relation; but their 

Majesties were curious, and nothing better suited truth. 

***** 

Major Price and Colonel Wellbred continued regu¬ 
larly of our Windsor parties, and their society is most 
amiable and pleasing. 

I’he Colonel told me he had several of Smith’s draw¬ 
ings, and expressed a wish to show me the collection, as 
well as the collections of his brother, if I would make a 
party of my friends, and bring them to a little breakfast 
at his house, at any day or hour that would suit me. 

I have heard there is much worth seeing in his and 
his brother's repository; and 1 should accept his obliging 
proposal with great pleasure if I had opportunity. I 
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think I shoold not long hesitate as to the party of friends 
I should hoi>e would accompany me. He has repeated 
the request so earnestly and so politely, that I have half 
promised to make the attempt. 

Another time Mr. Thomas Willis was of the set. Mrs. 
Schwellonberg did not leave London all the month. He 
startled me a little by a hint of some newspaper para¬ 
graph concerning me: he stayed on, when all were gone 
but Miss Planta, and I tlien demanded an explanation. 

It was a peremptory promise, he said, of a new book. 

•‘0 yes,” cried Miss Planta; “I have heard of it 
some time : and Mr. Turbulent says we shall all be in 
it.” 

“ Why—I have been thinking of that," said Mr. Willis, 
in a dry way peculiar to himself, “ and shaking my poor 
head and shoulders, to feel how I could keep them steady 
in case of an assault. And, indeed, this thought, ail 
along, has made me, as you may have observed, rather 
cautious and circumspect, and very civil. I hope it has 
not been thrown away.” 

“ Well, anybody’s welcome to me and my character,” 
cried Miss Planta; and that’s ^ways the answer 1 make 
them when they tell me of it.” 

‘^Upon my word,” said Mr. Willis, affecting great 
solemnity," I cannot say qnite so much: on the contrary, 
1 never go out of the room but I think to myself. How 
have I behaved to-night? Will that do? Will t’other 
tell well? No, no ; not welll—not well ai all!—-all in 
the wrong there. But, hang it I —never mind!—die’s 
very—humane—she won’t be hard upon a trifle ! ” 

1 told him I was very glad he had such a trust 

1 could learn nothing more of the paragraph ; but it 
served for ample play to his dry humour the next even¬ 
ing, when our tea-party was suddenly eolaiged by the 
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entrance of the Lords CbesterGeld, Buikley, and For- 
tescue. 

Lord ChesterGeli! brought in the two latter without any 
ceremony, and never introduced nor named them, but 
chatted on with them apart, as if they were in a room to 
themselves; and Colonel Wellbred, to whom all gentle-' 
men here belong, was out of the room in search of a 
curious snuff-box that he had promised to show to us. 
Major Price, who by great chance was seated next me, 
jumped up as if so many wild beasts had entered, and 
escaped to the other side of the room, and Mr. Willis was 
only a sharp looker-on. 

This was awkward enough for a thing so immaterial, 
as I could not even ask them to have any tea, from un¬ 
certainty how to address them; and I believe they were 
entirely ignorant whither Lord Chesterfield was bringing 
them, as they came in only to wait for a Royal summons. 

How would that quintessence of high ton, the late 
Lord Chesterfield, blush to behold his successor! who, 
with much share of humour, and of good humour also, 
has as little good breeding as any man 1 ever met with. 

Take an instance.—-Lord Bulkley, who is a handsome 
man, is immensely tall; the Major, who is middle-sized, 
was standing by his chair, in close conference with him. 
—**Why, Bulkley,” cried Lord Chesterfield, "you are 
just the height fitting that Price is standing. 

Disconcerted a little, they slightly laughed; but Lord 
Bulkley rose, and they walked off to a greater distance. 

Lord Chesterfield, looking alter them, exclaimed, 
"What a walking steeple he is 1—vvhy, Bulkley, you 
ought to cut off 3 ’our legs to be on a level with society I” 

Colonel Wellbred, ever elegant in all attentions, and 
uniform in showiog them, no sooner returned, and per¬ 
ceived that Lord Chesterfield bad formed a separate party 
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^ith his friends, than be stationed himself at the tea-table, 
dividing with the exactest propriety his time and conver¬ 
sation between the two sets. 

When they were all summoned away, except Mr. 
Willis, who has never that honour but in private, he lifted 
up his hands and eyes, and called out, “ I shall pity 
those men when the book comes out 1—I would not be in 
their skins!” 

I understood him perfectly,—and answered, truly, that 
I was never affronted more than a minute with those by 

whom I could never longer be pleased. 

• « « * 

My dearest readers know that this month 1 went to 
meet my own assembly, as it is lionourably called, at Lady 
Rothes’: it was smaller than' at Mrs. Ord’s, but very 
pleasant,—Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. and Miss 
Ord, the Attorney-General, Sir Archibald Macdonald, 
his Lady Louisa, Mr. Pepys, Mrs. Buller, Lord Leslie, 
and my dearest father. 

All our talk was of Prance, the illustrious fugitives 
now here, and poor Sir Joshua Reynolds’s academic 
troubles. 

Monday, March 1st.— This morning we went to 
Windsor. Mr. De Luc was already there; but Miss 
Planta and myself had our former esquire, Mr. Turbu¬ 
lent, for the first time these two years. 

Her Majesty graciously read to Mr. De Luc and me 
a part of a speech of Mr. Burke upon the revolution in 
France, and then she lent it me to finish. It is truly 
beautiful, alike in nobleness of sentiment and animation 
of language. How happy does it make me to see this 
old favourite once more on the side of right and reason! 
Do I call this side so, only because it is my own ? 

1 bad no time, however, for going on with old annals; 
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I had a comrnusion from the Queen which demanded all 
my leisure. 

Tuesday, March 2nd.— To-day I invited Mr. Bry¬ 
ant to dinner, and had much cause to be glad of his 
coming, from the pleasantry and information he afforded 
me. Mr. De Luc and Mr. Turbulent met him, and we had 
philosophy at play with good-humour all the afternoon. 

At tea. Lords Chesterfield and Bulkley joined us with 
the equerries. Mr. Thomas Willis would have been 
somewhat gratified by their better behaviour. Lord 
Bulhley took a chair next mine, and talked just enough 
to show he was a very loyal subject, and no more. 

But 1 was very sorry to hear from Major Price that 
this was his last Windsor excursion this year. “ I have 
stayed,” he told me, “ till all my workmen in the country 
are at sixes and sevens, and in want of -my directions ; 
and till 1 have hardly a sixpence in my pocket! I am 
always at tiie conunand of their Majesties, but—1 am only 
a younger brother, and cannot afford to live away from 
ray own little cottage.” 

’Tis amazing something is not done for this most de 
serving and faithful adherent, who only reliuquislied hi.s 

post from absolute inability to maintain it. 

• «***« 

This month lost us Colonel Wellbred, whose waiting 
never finishes but to my regret. I had much confidential 
talk with him the last evening of his residence, in which 
he opened to me the whole of his situation, both with re¬ 
spect to his place and his family, as far as they are political. 
He gave me ranch concent for him in hi8'statement,.aad 
the more, because all he said confirmed my beat opinion 
of bis honour and delicacy. He has the misfortune to 
have two brothers vrtio sever meet—solely from diweosion 
in 'politica. He loves them both, and with both keeps 
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well; bat while he has a place that devotes a fourth of 
the year to the King, his residence for the rest of it is with 
the brother who is in opposition to Government. Not 
small must be the difficulties of such circumstances, and* 
his preferment is probably checked by this determined 
fraternal amity; though his moderation and uprightness 
secure him the esteem, and force the good word, of both 
parties, as well as of both brothers. 

Much injustice, however, has I believe accrued to him 
from this mild conduct, which is not calculated for ad¬ 
vantage in a station that demands decisive vigour, tliough 
in private or retired life it makes the happiness and peace 
of all around. He grew so engaged, and I was so much 
interested for him, in the course of this explication, that, 
when called away to cards, he said he would not make 
me his 6aal bow, but see me again the next morning. 1 
set off, however, by sudden commands, so much earlier 
than usual, that 1 saw bim no more; nor probably may 
meet him again till his waiting next year. 

In one of our Windsor excursions at this time, while I 
was in Her Majesty's dressing-room, with only Mr. 
De Luc present, she suddenly said, Prepare yourself. 
Miss Burney, with all yonr spirits, for to-n^ht you must 
be reader.” 

She then added that she recollected what she had 
been told by my honoured Mrs. Delahy, of my reading 
Shakspeare to her, aud was desirous that I should read 
a play to herself and the Princesses; and she had lately 
heard, from Mrs. Schwellenberg, nobody could doit 
better, when I would.” 

I assured Her Majesty it was rather vhen 1 could, as 
any reading Mrs. Schwellenberg had heard must wholly 
have been better or worse according to my spirits, as she 
had justly seemed to suggest,* 
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The moment coffee was over the Princess Elizabeth 
came for roe. 1 found Her Majesty knotting, the Princess 
Royal drawing. Princess Augusta spinning, and Lady 
Courtown 1 believe in the same eroployment, but I saw 
none of them perfectly well. 

“ Come, Miss Burney,” cried the Queen, “ how are 
your spirits ?—How is your voice ?” 

“She says, ma'am,”cried the kind Princess Elizabeth, 
** she shall do her beat!” 

This had been said in attending Her Royal Highness 
back. I could only conOrm it, and that chea/ullij ^— 
to hide fearfully. 

1 had not the advantage of choosing my play, nor do 
I know what would have been my decision had it fallen 
to my lot. Her Majesty had Just begun Colman's works, 
and 'Folly Honeycomb’ was to open my campaign. 

“I think,” cried the Queen most graciously, “Miss 
Burney will read the better for drawing a chair and sitting 
down.” 

*' 0 yes, mamma ! I dare say so!” cried Princess Au> 
gusta and Princess Elizabeth, both in a moment. 

The Queen then told me to draw my chair close to her 
side. I made no scruples. Heaven knows 1 needed not 
the addition of standing! but most glad I felt in being 
placed thus near, as it saved a constant painful effort of 
loud reading. 

Lady Courtown,” cried the Queen, “ you had better 
diaw nearer, for Miss Burney has the misfortune of 
reading rather low at first” 

Nothing could be more amiable than this opeuing. 
Accordingly, I did, as I had promised, my best; and, in¬ 
different as that was, it would rather have surprised you. 
uli things considered, that it was not yet worse* But I 
exerted all the courage I possess, and, having often read 
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to the Queen, 1 felt how much it behored me not to let 
lier surmise I had any greater awe to surmount. 

It is but a vulgar performance; and I was obliged to 
omit; as well as I could at sight, several circumstances 
very unpleasant for reading, and ill enough fitted for such 
hearers. 

It went off pretty flat. Nobody is to comment, nobody 
is to interrupt; and even between one act and another 
not a moment’s pause is expected to be made. 

I had been already informed of this etiquette by Mr. 
Turbulent and Miss Planta; nevertheless, it is not only 
oppressive to the reader, but loses to the hearers so much 
spirit and satisfaction, that I determined to endeavour, 
should I again be called upon, to introduce a little break 
into this tiresome and unnatural profundity of respectful 
solemnity. My own embarrassment, however, made it 
agree with me for the present uncommonly well. 

Lady Courtown never uttered one single word the 
whole time ; yet is she one of the most loquacious of 
our establishment. But such is the settled etiquette. 

- The Queen has a taste for conversation, and the Prin¬ 
cesses a good-humoured love for it, that doubles the 
regret of such an annihilation of all nature and all plea¬ 
santry. But what will not prejudice and education in¬ 
culcate? They have been brought up to annex silence 
to respect and decorum : to talk, therefore, unbid, or to 
differ from any given opinion even when called upon, are 
regarded as high improprieties, if not presumptions. 

They none of them do justice to their own minds, 
while they enforce this subjection upon the minds of 
others. I had not experienced it before; for when read¬ 
ing alone with the Queen, -or listening to her reading to 
me. I have always frankly spoken almost whatever has 
occurred to me. But there I had no other examples 

VOL. V. H 
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before me, and therefore 1 might inoffensively be guided 
by myself; and Her Majesty's continuance of the samd 
honour has shown no disapprobation of my proceeding. 
But here it was not easy to makeany decision for myself: 
to have done what Lady Courtown forbore doing would 
have been undoubtedly a liberty. 

So we all behaved alike; and easily can T now con¬ 
ceive the disappointment and mortification of poor Mr. 
Garrick when he read ‘ Lethe’ to a Royal audience. 
Its tameness must have tamed even him, and 1 doubt not 
he never acquitted himself so ill. 

The next evening I had the same summons ; but ‘ The 
English Merchant’ was the play, which did far better. 
It is an elegant and serious piece, which 1 read with far 
greater ease, and into which they all entered with far 
greater interest. 

The Princess Royal was so gracious when the Queen 
left the room, upon our next coming to town, to pay me 
very kind compliments upon my own part of the enter¬ 
tainment, though her brother the Duke of Clarence hap¬ 
pened to be present. And the two other Princesses were 
full of the characters of the comedy, and called u|>od me 
to say which were my favourites, while they told me their 
own, at all our subsequent meetings for some time. 

This is all I have been able to recollect of March in 
which my dearest readers might not themselves be writers. 
Chiefly I rejoice they witnessed the long-wished, long- 
dreaded interview with my formerly most dearly loved 
Mrs. Tbrale—not writing it saves me much pang. 

April. —I have involuntarily let this month creep 
along unrecorded till this Tuesday the 20th. I could not 
muster courts for a journal; but now, to avoid any 
future long arrears, 1 determine to put down its poor 
shallow memorials. 
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Oo Kaster Sunda;^ the 4tb of April, wbeo I leil my 
beloved Susao at St James’s, I left with her all spirit for 
any voluntary employmeot, and it occurred to me I could 
best while away the leisure allowed me by returning to 
my long-forgotten tragedy. This 1 have done, in tliose 
moments as yet given to my Journal, and it is well I had 
so sad a resource, since any merrier 1 must have aimed 
at in vain. 

It was a year and four months since I had looked at or 
thought of it. I found nothing but unconnected speeches, 
and hints, and ideas, though enough in quantity, perhaps, 
for a whole play. I have now begun planning and me¬ 
thodising, ond have written three or four regular scenes. 
I mention all these particulars of my progress, in answer 
to certain queries in the comments of my Susan and 
Fredy, both of old date. 

Well (for tliat is my hack, as however” is my dear 
Susanna’s), we set off rather late for Windsor,—Mr. 
De Luc, Miss Pianta, and myself; Mrs. Schwelleuberg 
stayed in town. 

The Easter party for the Queen consisted of Ladies 
llarcourt and Courtown; for the Princesses, Ladies 
Elizabeth Waldegrave and Mary Howe; and for the 
King, Lord Courtown, General Grenville, Colonels Golds¬ 
worthy and Manners, General Bude, and Mr. Thomas 
Willis. General and Mrs. Harcourt were at St. Leo> 
nard's, and came occasionally, and Lord and Lady 
Chesterfield were at their adjoining villa, and were in¬ 
vited every evening. Dr. John Willis also came for one 
day. * 

1 invited my old beau, as Her Majesty calls Mr. 
Bryant, to dinner, and he made me my best day out of 
the ten days of our Windsor sojourn. He has insisted 
upon lending me some more books, all concerning the 

n 2 
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most distant parts of the earthy or on subjects the most 
abstruse. His singular simplicity in constantly conceive 
ing that, because to him such books alone are new, they 
must ^ave the same recommendation to me, is extremely 
amusing; .and though 1 do all that is possible to clear up 
the distinction, he never remembers it. 

The King, for which I was very sorry, did not come 
into the room. He made It but one visit, indeed, during 
this recess. He then conversed almost wholly with 
General Grenville upon the affairs of France; and in a 
manner so unaffected, open, and manly, so highly su¬ 
perior to all despotic principles, even while most con¬ 
demning the unlicensed fury of the Parisian mob, that I 
wished all the nations of the world to have heard him, 
that they might have known the real existence of a pa- 
triot King. 

Another rending took place, and much more comfort¬ 
ably; it was to the Queen and Princesses, without any 
lady-in-waiting. The Queen, as before, condescended to 
order me to sit close to her side ; and as I had no model 
before me, 1 scrupled much less to follow the bent of my 
own ideas by small occasional comments. And these 
were of use both to body and mind; they rested the 
lungs from one invariable exertion, as much as they saved 
the mind from one strain of attention. 

Our play was * The Man of Business,’ a very good 
comedy, but too local for long life. And another of 
Colman's which I read afterwards has the same defect. 
Half the follies and peculiarities it satirises are wholly 
at an end and forgotten. Humour springing fsom mere 
dress, or habits, or phraseology, is quickly obsolete; 
when it sinks deeper, and dives into character, it may 
live for ever. 

To myself I read Mrs. Piozzi's ‘ Travels.’ The 
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‘Travels’are just like herself, abounding in sallies of 
genius. 

ITie ‘ Memoirs of Cardinal Wolsey,' with which I 
have been singularly entertained, from their unconscious 
sketches of life and manners in the reign of Henry VIll., 
I obtained licence, at last, to return, though they were 
still unperused. But the mention I chanced to make of 
them one morning to Lady Harcourt, who professes a 
particular taste for ancient biography, made her request 
to read them so earnestly, that I wrote a little note to Mr. 
Seward of apology, and lent them. He has sent me a 
most gallant answer, desiring me to look upon them as 
my own, either for myself or niy friends, from this time 
forward. I shall by no means, however, accept this offer, 
though I am much obliged by it. 

1 took down with me from town a * Commentary on 
the Lord’s Prayer,’ which is just published by Dr. Lort, 
who has had the good-humour to send roe a copy from 
the author. 1 am always much gratified when I find 
myself remembered by uld acquaintance after long ab¬ 
sence. It has not much information, but it is pious and 
perfectly good. 

Another book fell into my possession through Mrs. 
De Luc; finding 1 had never—strange to tell!—read 
Goldsmith's Poems, she sent me a little neat pocket 
volume, which I accept from that valuable friend, as just 
the keep’salie, 1 told her, that could give me only plea¬ 
sure from her hands. 

I dedicated my Wednesday evening to a very comfort¬ 
able visit to our dear James, whose very good and deserv¬ 
ing wife, and fine little fat children, with our Esther and 
her fair Marianne and Fanny, all cordially conspired to 
ma^ me happy. We read a good deal of Captain Bligh’s 
interesting narrative, every word of which James has 
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taken as much to heart as if it were his own produc¬ 
tion. 

I go on, occasionally, with my tragedy. It does not 
much enliven, but it soothes me. 

Windsor. 

Friday, April 23rd.— The anniversary of the Thanks¬ 
giving Day, a day in which my gratitude wa.s heightened 
by making my acknowledgments for its blessing with 

my Susan by my side. 

♦ ‘ • • • • 

I shall add nothing at present to my Journal hut the 
summary of a conversation I have had with Colonel 
Manners, who, at our last excursion, was here without 
any other gentleman. 

Knowing he likes to be considered as a senator, 1 
thought the best subject for our discussion would be the 
House of Commons; I therefore made sundry political 
inquiries, so foreign to my usual mode, that you would 
not a little have smiled to have heard them. 

I had been informed he had once made an attempt to 
speak, during the Regency business, last winter; I 
be^ed to know how the matter stood, and he made a 
most frank display of its whole circumstances. 

“ Why, they were speaking away,” he cried, “ upon the 
Regency, and so.—aud they were saying the King could 
npt reign, and recover; and Burke was making some of 
his eloquence, and talking; and, says he, 'hurled.from 
his throne,’—and so I put out my finger in this manner, 
as if I was in a great passion, for I felt myself very red, 
and I was in a monstrous passion 1 suppose, but 1 was 
only going to say ' Hear! Hear!’ but 1 happened to lean 
one hand down upon my knee, in this way, just as Mr. 
Pitt does when he wants to speak; and I stooped for¬ 
ward, just as if I was going to rise up and begin; nut 
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just theu 1 caught Mr. Pitt's eye, looking at me so piti¬ 
fully; he thought 1 was going to speak, and he was 
frightened to death, for he thought—for the thing was 
he got up himself, and he said over all 1 wanted to say; 
and the thing is, he almost always does; for just as I 
have something particular to say, Mr. Pitt begins, and 
goes through it all, so that he don’t leave anything more 
to be said about it; and so I suppose, as he looked at 
me so pitifully, he thought 1 should say it first, or else 
that 1 should get into some scrape, because I was so 
warm and looking so red.” 

Any comment would disgrace this; 1 will therefore 
only tell you his opinion, in his own words, of one of our 
late taxes. 

There’s only one tax, ma’am, that ever 1 voted for 
against my conscience, for I’ve always been very parti¬ 
cular about that; but that is the bacheUlor's tax, and 
that I hold to be very unconstitutional, and I am very 
sorry 1 voted for it, because it’s very unfair; for how can 
a man help being a bacheldor, if nobody will have him ? 
and besides, .it’s not any fault to be taxed for, because 
we did not make ourselves bacheldors, for we were made 
so by God, for nobody was born married, and so 1 think 
it's a very unconstitutional tax.” 

Tuesdat, April 27th. —^1 had the happiness of my 
dearest Fredy’s society in Westminster Hall—if happi¬ 
ness and that place may be named together. 

The day was mixed; Evidence and Mr. Anstrutber 
weighing it down, and Mr. Burke speaking from time to 
time, and lighting it up. O, were his purpose worthy his 
talents, what an effect would his oratory produce! 1 
always hear him with so much concern, I can scarce 
rejoice even in being kept awake by him. 

The day was nearly passed, and I was eating a biscuit 
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to prevent an absolute doze while Mr. Anstruther was 
talking, when, raising myself from a listening bend, 1 
turned to the left, and perceived Mr. Windham, who had 
quietly placed himself by my side without speaking. 

My surprise was so great, and so totally had I given 
up all idea df renewing our conferences, that I could scarce 
refrain expressing it. 

Probably it was visible enough, for he said, as if apo¬ 
logising for coming up, that so to do was the only regale 
their toils allowed them. 

He then regretted that it was a stupid day, and, with 
all his old civility about me and my time, declared he was 
always sorry to see me there when notlting worth attention 
was going forward. 

This soon brought us round to our former intimacy of 
converse; and, the moment 1 was able, I ventured at 
my usual inquiry about his own speaking, and if it would 
soon take place. 

“ No,” be answered, with a look of great pleasure, “ I 
shall now not speak at all.>—I have cleared myself from 
that task, and never with such satisfaction did I get rid of 
any!” 

Amazed, yet internally glad, 1 hazarded some further 
inquiry into the reason of this change of plan. 

They were drawing, be said, to a conclusion, and the 
particular charge which he bad engaged himself to o|)eD 
was relinquished. I have therefore,” he cried, “ washed 
my hands of making a speech, yet satisfied my con¬ 
science, my honour, my promises, and my intentions; 
for I have declined uod^taking anything new, and no 
claim therefore remains upon me.” 

Well,” quoth 1, “ I am at a loss whether to be glad 
or sorry.” 

He comprehended instantly,—glad for Mr. Hastings, or 
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sorry for not hearing hino. He laughed, but said some¬ 
thing a little reproachful, upon my continued interest for 
that gentleman. 

I would not pretend it was diminished; I determined 
he should find me as frank as heretofore, and go, or 
stay, as his nerves stood the finnuess. 

“ You are never, then” ([ said afterwards), “to speak 
here?” 

“ Once,” he answered, “ I said a few words— 

“ 0 when T' I cried : I am very sorry 1 did not know 
it, and hear you,—as you did speak!” 

“O!” cried he, laughing, “I do not fear this flattery 
now, as I shall speak no more I” 

“ But what,” cried 1, “ was the occasion that drew you 
forth ?” 

“ Nothing very material; but I saw Burke run hard, 
and 1 wished to help him.” 

“That was just,” cried 1, “what 1 should have ex¬ 
pected from you—and just what 1 have not been able 
not to honour, on some other occasions, even where 1 
have most blamed the matter that has drawn forth the 
assistance.” « 

This was going pretty far:—be could not but instantly 
feel I meant the Regency discussions. He neither made 
me any answer, nor turned his head, even obliquely, my 
way. 

I was not sorry, however. ’Tis always best to be 
sincere. 

Finding him quite silent, to soften matters as well as 
1 could with honesty, 1 began ^ 41oge of Mr. Burke, 
both warm and true, as far as regards his wonderful abi¬ 
lities. But he soon distinguished the rigorous precision 
with which, involuntarily, I praised the powers, without 
adverting to their use. 
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Suddenly then^ and with a look of extreme keenness, 
he turned bis eyes upon me, and exclaimed, “ Yes,—«Dd 
he has very highly, also, the faculty of being right t” 

I would the friendship that dictated this assertion were 
as un warped as it is animated. 

I could not help saying, rather faintly, Has he?” 

Not faintly he answered, " He has f—but not the world 
alone, even his friends, are apt to misjudge him. What 
he enters upon, however, with earnestness, you will com¬ 
monly find turn out as he represents it” 

His genius, his mental faculties, and the natural good¬ 
ness of his heart, I then praised as warmly as Mr. Wind¬ 
ham could have praised them himself; but the subject 
ran me aground a second time, as, quite undesignedly, 
I concluded niy panegyric with declaring that I found it 
impossible not to admire—nay, love him—through all his 
wrong. 

Finding another total silence and averted head, 1 
started something more general upon the trial. 

His openness then returned, with all its customary 
vivacity, and he expressed himself extremely irritated 
upon various matters which had been carried against the 
managers by the judges. 

“But, Mr. Windham 1” exclaimed 1; “the judges!— 
is it possible you can enter into such a notion as to sup¬ 
pose Mr. Hastings capable of bribing them ?” 

“ O, for capable,” cried he, “ I don’t know!—” 

“Well, leave that word out, and suppose him even 
willing—can you ima^ne all the judges and all the lords 
—for they must concur—^disposed to be bribed ?” 

“No; but 1 see them all determined to acquit Mr. 
Hgatings.” 

“ Determined ?—4iay, that indeed is doing him very 
little honour.” 
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“ 0, for honout!—if he is acquitted-” 

He stopped,—as if that were sufhcient. 

I ventured to ask why the judges and the lords should 
make such a determination. « 

” From the general knavery and villany of mankind,” 
was his hard answer; ''which always wishes to abet suc¬ 
cessful guilt.” 

“Well!” cried I, shaking my head; “you have not, I 
see, relinquished your speech from having nothing to say. 
But I am glad you have relinquished it, for 1 have always 
been most afraid of you; and the reason is, those who 
know how to hold back will not for nothing come for¬ 
ward. There is one down the*e, who, if he knew how 
ever to hold back, would be great indeed 1” 

He could not deny this, but would not afHrm it. Poor 
Mr. Burke!—so near to being wholly right, while yet 
wholly wrong] 

When Mr. Burke mounted the rostrum, Mr. Windham 
stopped short, saying, “ I won’t interrupt you and, in 
a moment, glided back to the managers’ box; where he 
stood behind Mr. Burke, evidently at hand to assist in 
any difficulty. His affection for him seems to amount to 
fondness. This is not for me to wonder at. Who was 
so captivated as myself by that extraordinary man, till he 
would no longer suffer me to reverence the talents 1 must 
still ever admire ? 

Saturday, Mat 1st. —Mydear Susanna will remember 
Mrs. Hoiroyd, whom we met at Twickenham, during our 
visit there before the Boulogne expedition. She is now at 
Mrs. De Luc's, and she called upon me white I was in 
waiting yesterday, and this morning I returned the com¬ 
pliment. She has lately translated, from a French ver¬ 
sion, a German work of four thick volumes, by M. Sturm, 
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consisting of Religious Meditation» and Observations for 
every Day in the Year. Miss Cambridge bad lent me 
the first volume, with which 1 was much pleased, as well 
as ifistrucled, though it is a work both too high and too 
low for general use, rising up to philosophers, and sink¬ 
ing down to children, alternately. 

We talked this a good deal over, and she was much 
gratified in having heard, from Miss Cambridge, that I 
had nientiont'd and shown it to my Royal Mistress, for 
whom she has the most profound veneration, notwith¬ 
standing her passionate love for her brother, L<ord Sheffield, 
who is in the Opposition. Of him, too, and his lady and 
children, I was glad to hear a good account, for old 
acquaintance sake: though when she hinted at something 
of its being renewed, 1 was obliged to fly aloof. The 
Opponition interest is not quite that of our abode! 

In one speech she a good deal surprised me. She led 
me to speak of the Queen, and expressed herself satis¬ 
fied how high 1 must stand in her graciousness, but added, 
she knew not if that was desirable, since ** the more,” 
said, “ you become attached, the greater will be your 
pm and difficulty in any future plan of quitting her.” 

Was it not odd?—I made some general answer, dis- 
claiming any such plan; she took no notice of it, but 
enlarged with much pity on my extreme confinement 

Sunday, May 2nd. —^This morning, in my way to 
church, just as I arrived at the iron gate of our court¬ 
yard, a well-known voice called out, " Ah, there’s Miss 
Burney 1” 

I started, and looked round—and saw—Mrs. Piozzi I 

I hastened up to her; she met my held-out hand with 
' both hers; Mr. Piozzi and Cecilia were with her-^11 
smiling and good-humoured. 

“ You are going,” she cried, “ to church ?—so am J 
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1 must run first to the inn: I suppose one may sit— 
anywhere one pleases ?” 

“ Yes,” I cried, ** but you must be quick, or you will 
sit nowhere, there will be such a throug.” 

This was all;—she huriied ou,—so did I. 

1 received exceeding great satisfaction in this little and 
unexpected meeting. She had been upon the T errace, 
and was going to change her hat ; and haste on both sides 
preveuted awkwardness on cither. 

Yet L saw she had taken in good part my concluding 
kand-prestiHtation at my dear Mr. Lock's : she met me 
no more with that fierte of defiance: it was not—nor 
can it ever be—with her old cordiality, but it was with 
some degree of pleasure, and that species of readiness 
which evinces a consciousness of meeting with a good 
rcceptioo. 

***** 

Dr. Fisher lent me the first volume of Mr. Bruce. 
But I could ouly find time to look over the Introduction; 
which, indeed, in pompous promise of what is to come, 
and satisfied boast of what has been performed, exceeds 
whatever yet the most doughty hero has advanced of his 
own faicts et gestes. Your two little men are quite 
undone! 

This extraordinary wight acquainted my father, not 
long since, that he should take the liberty to order a set 
of his Travels to be finely bound up, and sent to bis 
daughter with the Queenbecause there bad appeared, 
some years ago, ao ode, addressed to himself, which • be 
attributed to that person, and felt eager to acknowledge ! 

Much surprised, my father inquired further, aud heard 
there was a great compliment to himself also, which im 
duced this suggestion. My father said that alone was 
sufficient to satisfy him it was not bis daughter’s- 
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He sent the ode to my father. It is such a one as I 
might be proud enough, Heaven knows, to own, in point 
of poetry and idea, and far superior to anything 1 have a 
chance to produce in the Apollo line; but 1 am free to 
confess—I rather think 1 should have chosen another 
subject) It is all panegyric; no Laureate birthday in¬ 
cense breathes higher flattery. 

Thursday, Mat 6th. —^'fhis being the last Pantlieon, 
I pU(t in my long-intended claim; and it was greatly 
facilitated by the circumstance of a new singer, Madame 
Benda, making her flrst appearance. She is just arrived 
from Germany, and has been humbly recommended to 
the notice of Her Majesty: it was on this account my 
father engaged her to try her powers at the Pantheon; 
and the Queen was herself interested 1 should hear her 
success. 

My dearest father fetched me from the Queen’s house. 
Esther and Marianne kept me places between them. 
Marianne never looked so pretty; 1 saw not a face there 
1 thought equally lovely. And, oh, how Pacchierotti 
sung! —HOW !—with what exquisite feeling, what pene¬ 
trating pathos )•—1 could almost have cried the whole 
time, that this oue short song was all I should be able 
to hear! 

For the short time I was empowered to stay, 1 was 
most fortunate in my rencounters; for who should sit 
next my dear Esther but Mr. Twining ? Glad was 1 to 
see him—-most glad indeed,—and the more, as I have 
DO other chance to have that gratification. When 1 told 
him this, he answered, “ Oh no!—I know that!—I know 
you are a sight! 1 look upon you as a show, —just as 
1 do upon the Lincolnshire ox, or new American bird!" 

* I saw very few of my general acquaintance, for I sat 
near the private door to the chairs, that I might glide 
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away without disturbance. Amongst the few, however. 
1 was claimed by Mrs. Monckton, a sister-in-law of tlie 
<]uecrly celebrated Miss Monckton, now Lady Corke, at 
whose house I had formerly tlie pleasure to meet her. 
Indeed, she visited me in St. Martiii’s-strcet. She was 
a daughter of the unfortunate Lord Pigot, and is a very 
sensible, agreeable, and accomplished woman. We were 
too distantly seated for many words; but all that we 
interchanged were in perfect harmony, since they sung, 
in alternate strains, the praises of Pacchierotti. 

The first person who accosted me on my entrance was 
Lord Valletort, who bad so regularly attended this 
charming concert as instantly to pronounce to me that 
this was my first appearance. 

Mrs. John Hunter, also, recollected me: 1 had once 
met her at an assembly at Mrs. Thrale's. She is a very 
fine woman, and highly accomplished; but with rather 
too much glare, both witho^ and within. 

Poor Madame Benda pleased neither friend nor foe : 
she has a prodigious voice, great powers of execution, 
but a manner of singing so vehemently boisterous, that 
a boatswain might entreat her to moderate it. 

At the beginning of the second act i was obliged to 
decamp. James, who had just found me out, was my 
esquire. “ Well,” he cried, in our way to the chair, 
“ will there be war with Spain ?” 

I assured him I thought not. 

** So I am afriudanswered the true English tar. 
“ However, if there is, 1 should be glad of a frigate of 
thirty-two guns. Now, if you ask for it, don't say a 
frigate, and get me one of twenty-eight!” 

Good Heaven!—poor innocent James!— 

And just as I reached the chair—“ But how shall you 
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feet” be cried, “ when I ask you to desire a guard-ship 
for meyin about two years' time f’ 

I could make no precise answer to that I 

He then added that he intended coming to court! 

Very much frightened, I besought him first to come 
and drink tea with me—which he promised. 

In my way home, as 1 weut ruminating upon this 
apparently but just, though really impracticable demand, 
I weighed well certain thoughts long revolving, and of 
late nearly bursting forth; and the result was this— 
io try all, ttkile yet there is time ! Reproach else may 
aver, when too late, greater courage would have had 
greater success. This idea settled my resolutions, and 
they all bent to one point, risking all risks. 

Monday, May 10th. —^This evening, by appointment, 
came our good James and his wife, and soon afterwards, 
to my great pleasure. Captain Phillips joined us. 

I take it, therefore, for granted, he will have told all 
that passed in the business way. I was very anxious 
to gather more intelligibly the wishes and requests of 
poor James, and to put a stop to his coming to court 
without taking such previous steps as are customary. 1 
prevailed, and promised, in return, to make knowu liis 
'pretensions. 

You may believe, my dear friends, this promise was 
the result of the same wish of experiment, and sense of 
claim upon me of my family to make it while I may, 
that 1 have mentioned. I did—this very evening. I did it 
gaily, and in relating such anecdotes as were amusingly 
characteristic of a sailor’s honest but siugular notions of 
things: yet 1 have doue it completely; his wishes and 
his claims are now laid open—Heaven knows to what 
effect I The court-scheme 1 have also told; and my 



OF THB AUTHOR OF KVEWNX. 


1)3 


)790] 


Roya) Mistress very graciously inforioed me, that i/'pre- 
sented by some superior officer there could be iTo objec¬ 
tion j but otherwise, unless he had some promotion, it 
was not Quite usual. * 

Tuesday, May 1 lie.—^Tbis morning my Royal Mis¬ 
tress had previously arranged for me that I should go to 
the^trial, and had given me a ticket for my little Sarah to 
uccoiiipany me; and late last night, I believe after twelve 
o'clock, she most graciously gave me another for James. 
Just at this time she could uut mure have gratified me than 
by a condescension to my dear brother. Poor Columb 
was sent with the intelligence, and directions for our 
meeting at seven o’clock this morning, to Norton-street 

Sarah came early; but James was so late we were 
obliged to leave word for him to follow us. 

He did,—two hours afterwards! by way of being our 
esr^uire; and tiien told me he knew it would be in good 
time, and so he had stopped to breakfast at Sir Joseph 
Banks's. - 

1 suppose the truth is, it saved him a fresh puft' of 
powder for some other day. 

We talked over all affairs, naval and national, very 
comfortably. The trial is my only place for long dia¬ 
logues ! 

I gave him a new and earnest charge that he would 
uot speak home concerning the prosecution to Mr. Wind¬ 
ham, should be join us. He made me a less reluctant 
proihise than heretofore, for when last vvith Chariotta at 
Aylsbani he had fi'equently visited Mr. Windham, and 
had several battles at draughts or backgamuion with him; 
and there is no such good security against giving offeuce 
as seeing ourselves that our opptoiients are worth pleasing. 
Here, too, as I told James, however we might think all the 

managers in the wrong, they were at least open enemies, 

VOL. V. 
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and acting a public part, and therefore they must fight 
it out, as he would do with the Spaniards, if, after all 
negotiation, they came to battle. 

He allowed this; and promised to leave him to the 
attacks of the little privateer, without falling foul of him 
with a broadside. 

Soon after the trial began Mr. Windham came up to 
us, and after a few minutes’ chat with me addressed him¬ 
self to James about the approaching war. “Are you 
preparing.” he cried, “for a campaign ?” 

“ Not such a one,” cried James, “ as we had last sum¬ 
mer at Aylsham!" 

“ But what officers you are !” he cried, “ you men of 
Captain Cook; you rise ufion us in every tiial! This 
Captain Bligh,—what feats, what wonders he has per¬ 
formed ! What difficulties got through! What dangers 
defied ! And with such coo), manly skill! ” 

They talked the narrative over as fur as Mr. Windham 
had in manuscript seen its sketch; but as 1 had not read 
it, I could notenter into its detail. 

This over, he took his seat by niy ellKiw, and renewed one 
of hib old style of conversations about the trial; each of us 
firmly maintaining our original ground. I believe he has 
now relinquished his expectation of making <ne a convert. 

He surprised me soon by saying, “1 begin to fear, 
afler all, that what you have been talking about to me 
will coine to pass.” 

1 found he meant his own speaking upon a new charge, 
which, when I last saw him, he exultingly told me was 
given up. He explained the apparent inconsistency by 
'telling me that some new change*of plan had taken place, 
and that Mr. Burke was extremely urgent with him to open 
the next charge : “And I cannot,” he cried emphatically, 
“ leave Burke in the lurch !” I both believed and ap- 
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plauded him bo far ; but why are either of them engaged 
iti a prosecution so uncoloured by necessity ? 

One chance he had still of escaping this iremeudous 
task, he told me, which was that it might devolve upon 
Grey; but Burke, he did not disavow, wished it to be 
himself. “ However,” he laughingly added, " I think we 
may toss up!” * 

In that case, how 1 wish he may lose! not only from 
believing liim the abler enemy, but to reserve his name 
from amongst the Active List in such a cause. 

He bewailed,—with an arch look that showed his con¬ 
sciousness I should like the lamentation,—that he was 
now ail un]neparud,—all fresh to begin in documents and 
materials; the charge being wholly new and unexpected, 
and that which he had considered relinquished. 

“ 1 am glad, however,” cried 1, your original charge 
is given up; for I well remember what you said of it.” 

“ I might be flattered,” cried he, “ and enough, that 
you should remember anything I say—did 1 not know 
it was only for the sake of its subject,”—looking down 
upon Mr. Hastings. 

I could not possibly deny this ; but added that 1 
recollected he had acknowledged his charge was to prove 
Mr. Hastings mean, pitiful, little, and fraudulent.” 

The trial this day consisted almost wholly in dispute 
upon evidence; the managers offered such as the counsel 
held improper, and the Judges and lords at last adjourned 
to debate the matter In their own chamber. 

Mr. Burke made a very fine speech upon the rights 
of the prosecutor to bring forward his accusation, for 
the beneflt of justice, in such mode as appeared most 
consonant to his own reason and the nature of things, 
according to their varying appearances as fresh and fresh 
matter occurred. 

i 2 
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The counsel justly alleged the hardship to the client, 
if thus liable to new allegations and suggestions, for 
which be came unprepared, from a reliance that those 
publicly given were all against which he need arm 
himself, and that, if those were disproved, he was cleared: 
while the desultory and shifting charges of the managers 
put him out in every method of defence, by making it 
impossible to him to discern where he might be attacked. 

In the course of this debate I observed Mr. Wind¬ 


ham so agitated and so deeply attentive, that it prepared 
me for what soon followed : he mounted the rostrum—for 


the third time only since this trial commenced. 

His speech was only to a point of law respecting evi¬ 
dence : he kept close to his subject, with a clearness 
and perspicuity very uncommon indeed amongst these 
orators. His voice, however, is greatly in his disfavour j 


for he forces it so violently, either from earnestness ora 
fear of not being heard, that, though it answered the pur- 
[>ose of giving tiie most perfect distinctness to what he 


uttered, its sound had an unpleasing and crude quality 
that amazed and disappointed me. The command of 


his language and fluency of his delivery, joined to the 
compact style of his reasoning and conciseness of his 
arguments, were all that could answer my expectations : 
but his manner—whether from energy or secret terror- 
lost all its grace, and by no means seemed to belong to the 
elegant and high-bred character that bad just quitted me. 

In brief,—how it may happen I know not,—but he 
certainly does not do justice to bis own powers and 
talents in public. 

He was excessively agitated: when he had done and 
dismounted, 1 saw his pale face of the most fiery red. 
Yet be had uttered nothing in a passion. It must have 
been simply from internal effort. 
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The counsel answered him; and he mounted to reply. 
Here, indeed, he did himself honour; his readiness of 
answer, the vivacity of his objections, and the instanta* 
neons command of all his reasoning faculties, were truly 
striking. Had what he said not fallen in reply to a 
speech but that moment made, I must have concluded 
it the result of study, and an harangue learnt by heart. 

He was heard with the most marked attention. 

.The second speech, like the 6rst, was wholly upon the 
laws of evidence, and Mr. Hastings was not named in 
either. 

He is certainly practising against his great day. And. 
in truth, I hold still to luy fear of it; for, however little his 
manner in public speaking may keep pace with its pro¬ 
mise in private conversation, his matter was tremendously 
pointed and severe. 

The trial of the day concluded by an adjoummciU to 
consult upon the evidence in debate, with the judges, in 
the House of Lords. 

Mr. Whidbam came up to the seats of the Commons in 
niy neighbourhood,''but not to me; he spoke to the Misses 
Francis,—daughters of Mr. Hastings’s worst foe,—and 
hurried down. 

While Sarah and I were waiting down-stairs in the 
Great Hall, and James was gone for Columb, 1 was ad¬ 
dressed by Mrs. Crewe, who most civilly renewed old ac¬ 
quaintance, with kind complaints against my immured 
life. 

1 told her, with a laugh, that coming to this trial might 
reconcile any one to stillness and confinement; for it gave 
but little encouragement to action and exertion. 

On my return 1 was called upon to give an account of 
the trial to their Majesties and the Princesses. Tis a 
formidable business, I assure you, to perform. 
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Thursday, May 13th. —I went to a musical party at 
our Esther’s : I heard, as usual, only the opening of the 
concert; but it was very sweet to me. Lady Mary Dun¬ 
can was amongst the company, and I thought her much 
altered from her wonted cordiality; whether from resent¬ 
ing my never having waited upon her, I could not tell; but 
it made me uneasy, her many kindnesses always combat¬ 
ing her queeriiesses in my regard; and therefore I could 
not rest till I made my peace, by proposing a visit on luy 
first attainable Monday. Tlie offer was very smilingly 
accepted, and all did well. I must represent my case to 
my Royal Mistress, and manage it if possible, 

I had the pleasure also to meet our old acquaintance 
Mrs. Maling, and some of her grown up daughters; but 
my first pleasure was in seeing Pacchierotti, that sweetly 
gentle old friend and favourite, whose fascinating talents 
would carry me almost anywhere, without any other in¬ 
ducement. 

He was so kind as to sing one ''song, and that almost at 
the opening, for my indulgence. 1 was forced to Hy with¬ 
out thanking him. 

Our ever-good James was there, and full of his ship 
plans. I see him quite amazed that he has uot had a 
vessel, just such a one as he wished, instantly given him, 
on making known, through me, his desire! AlasJ * * 

His excellent wife brought me their two fine and jovial 
children at St. James’s, where we all made merry during 
the drawing-room. 

Friday Morning. —Her Majesty sent the Princess 
Elizabeth to summon me to a public reading. I found, 
added to my Royal hearers, Lady Harcourt and Lady 
Juliana Penn ! However, the Queen was still so gracious 
as to order me to sit down, which 1 did close to her 
elbow. 
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The play chosen was ‘ The Rivals.' Mr. Sheridan does 
not, I presume, fanpy me reading any of bis works to Her 
Majesty. 

These two ladies added much to the solemnity 1 have 
made such efforts to dispel: Lady Harcourt seemed to 
think it would be a liberty to attend to the plaj, so far 
as to enter at all into its spirit; and Lady Juliana had 
just been set about some spinning, and I believe was so 
absorbed in her work, either because it was new to her. 
or because it was for the Queen, that she held it most 
respectful to attend to nothing else. It is terrible to see 
how foriinitily ainhhiiates the best faculties! 

Tuksuav, May 18th. —^This monhiig 1 again went to 
the trial of pour Mr. Hastings. Heavens! who can see 
him sit there unmoved ? not even those who think him 
guilty,—if they are human. 

1 took with me Mrs. Bogie. She had hnig since 
begged a ticket for her busband, which 1 could never 
before procure. We now went all three. And, indeed, 
her original speeches and remarks made a great part of 
niy entertainment. 

Mr. Hastings and his counsel were this 4&y most vic¬ 
torious. I never saw the prosecutors so dismayed. Yet 
both Mr. Burke and Mr. Fox spoke, and before the con¬ 
clusion so did Mr. Windham*. They were ail iu evident 
embarrassment. Mr. Hastings's counsel liuished the day 
with a most noble appeal to justice aud innocence, pro¬ 
testing that, if his client did not fairly claim Uie one, by 
proving the other, be wished himself that the prosecutors 
—that the Lords—that the nation at large—-that the 


hand of God—might fall heavy upon him ! 

This had a great and sudden effect,—nut a word was 
uttered. The prosecutors looked dismayed and usto- 
nislted; and the day closed. 
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Mr. WitKlhaitt came up lo speak to Misses Francis 
about a dinner ; but lie only bowed to me, and with a 
look so conscious—so much saying *'’Tis your turn to 
triumph now!** — that I had nut the spite to attack 
him. 

But when the counsel had uttered this animated speech, 
Mrs. Bogle was so much struck, she hastily arose, and, 
clapping her hands, called out audibly, in a broad Scotch 
accent, "O, choarmingT' I could hardly quiet her till I 
assured her we should make a paragraph for the news¬ 
papers ! 

I had the pleasure to deliver this myself to their Ma¬ 
jesties and the Princesses; and as I was called upon 
while it was fresh in my memor)', I believe but little of 
the general energy was forgotten. It gave me great 
pleasure to repeat so striking an affirmation of the inno¬ 
cence of so high, so injured I believe, a character. The 
Queen eagerly declared I should go again the next sitting. 

WEDNESDAY, May 19tu. —The real birthday of my 
Royal Mistress, to whom may Heaven grant many, many, 
and prosperous 1 Dressing, and so forth, hlled up. all the 
morning ; and at night I had a tete-a-tete with Charles, 
till twelve. I got to bed about dve in the moruing. The 
sweet Princesses had a ball, and I could not lament my 
fatigue. 

Thursday, May 20th. —^To-day again to the trial, 
to which 1 took Miss Young, Her Majesty having given 
me two tickets very late over-night. Miss Young is 
singularly, as far as I can see, the reverse of her eccen¬ 
tric parents; she is moderation personified. 

,. Mr. Windham again spoke in the course of this morn¬ 
ing’s business, which was chiefly occupied in debating on 
the admissibility of the evidence brought forward by the 
prosecutors. The quickness and aptness of his argu- 
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ments, with the admirable facility and address with which 
he seized upon those of his opponents, the counsel,*we^' 
strong marks of that high and penetrating capacity so strik* 
ingly his characteristic. Hie only defect in his speaking 
is the tone of his voice, which, from exertion, loses all its 
powers of modulation} and has a crude accent and ex¬ 
pression very disagreeable. 

During the examination of Mr. Anderson, one of Mr. 
Hastings’s best friends,—a sensible, well-bred, and gentle¬ 
man-like man,—Mr. Windham came up to my elbow. 

“ And can this man,” cried he, presently, “ this man— 
so gentle—be guilty 1" 

1 accused him of making a point to destroy all admira¬ 
tion of gentleness in my opinion. “ But you are grown 
very good now!” I added, “ No, very bad 1 mean!” 

He knew 1 meant for speaking; and I then gave him 
burlesqued, various definitions of good, which had fallen 
from Mr. Fox in iny hearing j the roost contradictory, and, 
taken out of their place, the most ridiculous imaginable. 

' He laughed very much, but seriously confessed that 
technical terms and explanations had better have been 
wholly avoided by them all, as the counsel were sure to 
out-technicalise them, and they were then exposed to 
greater embarrassments than by steering clear of the at¬ 
tempt, and resting only upon their common forces. 

“ There is one prmse,” I cried, “ which I am always sure 
to meet in the newspapers whenever I meet with your 
name; and I begiu to quite tire of seeing it for you,— 
your skill in logic !” 

“ O, I thank you,” he cried, earnestly; “ I am indeed 

quite ashamed of the incessant misappropriation of that 
word.” 

“ No, no,” cried I; 1 only tire of it because they 

seem to think, when once the word logic and your name 
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are combined, the; have completely stated all. However, 
io wliat little I have heard, I could have suspected you 
to have been prepared with a speech ready written, had 
I not myself beard just before all the arguments which it 
answered." 

I then added that 1 was the less surprised at this 
facility of language, from having heard my brother de¬ 
clare he knew no man who read Greek with that extra¬ 
ordinary rapidity—no, not Dr. Parr, nor any of the 
professed Grecians, whose peculiar study it had been 
through life. 

This could be notliing, he said, but partiality. 

Not mine, at least," cried I, laughing, " for Greek 
excellence is rather out of my sphere of panegyric!" 

“ Well," cried he, laughing too at my discltdming, ’tis 
your brother's partiality. However, ’tis one I must try 
not to lose; 1 must take to my Greek exercises again." 

They will do you a world of good, thougiit I, if they 
take you but from your prosecution-exercises. 

We thee talked of Mr. Burke. How tinely," I 
cried, “ he has spoken ! with what fulness of intelligence, 
aud what fervour!” 

He agreed, with delighted concurrence. 

“ Yet,—eo much!—so long I added. 

“True!" cried he, ingenuously, yet concerned, “ What 
pity he cau never stop!" 

Aud then I enumerated some of»the diffuse and un* 
necessary paragraphs which bad weakened his cause, as 
well as his speech. 

He was perfectly candid, though always with some 
reluctance. '' But a man who speaks in public," he said, 
“should never forget what will do for his auditors : for 
faimsdf alone, it is not enough to think; but for what is 
fitted, and likely to be interesting to them." 
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“ He wants nothing,” cried I, “ but a flapper.” 

Yes, and he takes flapping inimitably.” 

“You, then,” I criedj “should be his flapper.” 

“ And sometimes,” said he, smiling, “ 1 am.” 

“ 0,1 often see,” cried 1, “ of what use you are to him. 
1 see you watching him,—reminding, checking him in 
turn,—at least, 1 fancy all this as I look into the ma¬ 
nagers’ box, which is no small amusement to me,-—when 
there is any commotion there!” 

He bowed; but I never diminished from the frank 
unfriendliness to the cause with which 1 began. 

But I assured him 1 saw but too well how important 
and u^ful he was to them, even without speaking. 

” Perhaps,” cried he, laughing, “ more than with speak¬ 
ing.” 

“1 am not meaning to talk of that now,” said 1; “ but 
yet, one thing I will tell you: I hear you more distinctly 
than any one ; the rust I as often miss as catch, except 
when they turn this way,—a favour which you never 
did me!” 

“ No, no, indeed 1” cried he; to abstract myself from 
all, is all that euables me to get on.” 

Aud then, with his native candour, he cast aside pre¬ 
judice, and very liberally praised several points in this 
poor persecuted great man. 

1 bad seen, 1 said, an imitation from Horace, which 
had manifested, 1 presumed, his scholarship. 

“ O, ay,” cried he, “ an Ode to Mr. Shore, who is one of 
the next witnesses. Burke was going to allude to it, but 
1 begged him not. 1 do not like to make their Lord- 
ships smile in this grave business.” 

“ That is so right!” cried I: Ah, you know it is you 
and your attack I have feared most all along!” 

“ This flattery”— cried he. 



m 


DIA^Y AND LBTTEHS 


[Part III. 


" Do not use that word any more, Mr. Windham,’* 
interrupted 1; “if you do, 1 shall be tempted to make a 
very«shocking speech to you—the very revera^ of flattery, 
I assure you!” 

He stared,—and I went on. 

“ I shall say,—that those who'ihink themselves flattered 
—flatter themselves'* 

“ What ?—hey ?—how ?” cried he. 

. *' Nay, they cannot conclude themselves flattered, with* 
out concluding they have de quoi to make it worth while!’’ 

“Why,—there—there maybe something in that; but 
not here !—no, here it must flow simply from general 
benevolence,—from a wish to give comfort or pleasure.” 

I disclaimed all; and turned his attention again to 
Mr. Hastings. “ See!” I cried, “ see but how thin— 
how ill—looks that poor little uncle of yours I'* 

Again I upbraided him with being unnatural; and 
lamented Mr. Hastings’s change since 1 had known him 
in former days. “ And shall I tell you,” I addetl, “some¬ 
thing in which you had nearly been involved. with 
him ?” 

“ Me ?—with Mr. Hastings!” 

“ Yes ! and I regret it did not happen! You may 
recollect my mentioning my original acquaintance with 
him, before 1 lived where I now do.” 

Yes ; but where you note .1 understand you,— 

expect ere long you may see himf’ 

He meant from his acquittal, and reception at the 
Queen's house. And I would not contradict him. 

“ But, however,” I continued, “ my acquaintance and 
regard began very fairly while J lived at home at my 
father’s; and indeed 1 regret you could not then and so 
have known him, as I am satisfled you would have been 
pleased with him, which note you cannot judge. He is so 
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gentle*mannered, so ioteUigeDt, so unassumiog, yet so 
full-minded.” 

“I have understood that,” he answered; “yet ’tis 
amazing how little unison there may be between manners 
:ind characters, and how softly gentle a man may appear 
without, whose nature within is all ferocity and cruelty. 
This is a jiart of mankind of which you cannot judge— 
of which, indeed, you can scarce form an idea.” 

After a few commeotsj continued whut I had to say, 
which, in fact, was nothing but another mnlice of my own 
ugiiinst him. 1 reminded him of one day in a former year 
of this trial, when I had the happiness of sitting at it with 
my dearest Mrs. Lock, in which he had been so obliging, 
with reiterated offers, as to propose seeing for my ser¬ 
vant, &c.—“ Well,’’ I continued, “ I was afterwards ex¬ 
tremely sorry I had not accepted your kindness; for.... 
just as we were going away, who should be passing, and 
turn back to speak to me, but Mr. Hastings ! ' O !' he 
cried, * I must come here to see you, I find!’ Now, had 
you but been with me at that moment! 1 own it would 
have been the greatest pleasure to me to have brought you 
together; though I am quite at a loss to know whether I 
ought, in that case, to have presented you to each other.” 

He laughed most heartily,—half, probably, with joy at 
his escape; but be had all his wits about him in his 
answer. "If you,” he cried, "had been between us, we 
might, for once, have coalesced—in both bowing to the 
same shrine 

* * * * 

My dear Mrs. Ord was so good as to come to me one 
morning at nine o'clock, to take me to the exhibition, 
where 1 saw, I fear, the last works of the first of our 
painters. Sir Joshua Reynolds. The thought, and his 
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unhappy loss of eyesight, made the view of his pictures 
very melancholy to me. 

I have been very much pleased with Mr. Jemingham’s 
verses to him upon his visual misfortune. 

And now, my dear sisters, to a subject and narration 
interesting to your kind affections, because important to 
my future life. 

Friday, May 28th.— The Princess Augusta conde¬ 
scended to bring me a most gracious message from the 
King, desiring to know if I wished to go to HandelV 
Commemoration, and if I should like the * Messiah,' or 
prefer any other day ? 

With my humble acknowledgments for his goodness, 
I fixed instantly on the ‘Messiah;’ and the very ami¬ 
able Princess came smiling back to me, bringing mo my 
ticket from the King. 

This would not, indeed, much have availed me, but that 
1 fortunately knew my dear father meant to go to the 
Abbey. I despatched Columb to Chelsea, and he pro¬ 
mised to call for me the next morning. 

My ‘ Visions’ 1 had meant to produce in a few days ; 
and to know their chance before I left town for the sum¬ 
mer. But I thought the present opportunity not to be 
slighted, for some little opening, that might lighten the 
task of the exordium upon the day of attempt. 

He was all himself; all bis native self;—kind, gay, 
open, and full fraught with converse. 

Chance favoured me: we found so little room, that 
we were fain to accept two vacant places at once, though 
they separated us from my uncle, Mr. Burney, and his 
brother James, who were all there, and all meant to be 
of tbe same party. 

I might not, at another time, have rejoiced in this dis- 
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unioiij but it was now most opportune : it gave me three 
hours’ conference with my dearest father—the onlv con¬ 
ference of that length I have had in four years. 

Fortune again was kind; for my father began relating 
various anecdotes of attacks made upon him for pro¬ 
curing to sundry strangers some acquaintance with his 
daughter, particularly with the Duchesse de Biroii, and 
the Mesdames de Boufflers; to whom he answered, he 
had no power; but was somewhat struck by a question 
of Madame de B. in return, who exclaimed,‘^Mais, mon¬ 
sieur, est-ce possible! Mademoiselle votre Bile n'a-t-elie 
point de vacance?” 

This led to much interesting discussion, and to many 
confessions and explanations on my part, never made bo- 
;fore; which induced him to enter more fully into the 
whole of the situation, and its circumstances, than he had 
ever yet had the leisure or the spirits to do; and he re¬ 
peated sundry speeches of discontent at my seclusion 
from the world. t 

All this encouraged me to much detail r 1 spoke my 
high and constant veneration for my Royal Mistress, her 
merits, her virtues, her condescension, and her even pecu¬ 
liar kindness towards me. But 1 owned the species of 
life distasteful to me: I was lost to all private comfort, 
dead to all domestic endearment; I was worn with want 
of rest, and fatigued with laborious watchfulness and 
attendance. My time was devoted to official duties; and 
all that in life was dearest to me—ray friends, my chosen 
society, my best affections—lived now in my mind only by 
recollection, and rested upon that with nothing but bitter 
regret. With relations the most deservedly dear, with 
friends of almost unequalled goodness, I lived like an 
orphan—^likeone who had no natural ties, and must make 
her way as she could by those that were factitious. Me* 
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laucholy was the existence where happiness was ex¬ 
cluded, though not a complaint could be made! where 
the illustrious personages who were served possessed al¬ 
most all human excellence,—yet where those who were 
their servants, though treated with the most benevo¬ 
lent condescension, could never, in any part of the live¬ 
long day, command liberty, or social intercourse, or 
repose! 

The silence of my dearest father now silencing myself, 

I turned to look at him; but how was I struck to see 
his honoured bead bowed down almost into bis bosom 
with dejection and discomfort!—We were both perfectly 
still a few moments ; but when be raised his head 1 could 
hardly keep my seat, to see his eyes 6lled with tears!— 
“ I have long,” he cried, ** been uneasy, though I hav&>. 
not spoken; ,... but .... if you wish to resign—my 
house, my purse, my arms, shall be o{>en to receive you 
back! ” 

'Jihe emotion of my whole heart at this speech—this 
sweet, this generous speech—O my dear friends, I need 
not say it! 

We were mutually forced to break up our conference. 

1 could only instantly accept bis paternal offer, and tell 
him it was my guardian angel, it was Providence in its 
own benignity, that inspired him with such gooduess. I 
begged him to love the day in which he bad given me 
such comfort, and assured him it would rest upon my 
heart with grateful pleasure till it ceased to beat. 

He promised to drink lea with me before I left town, 
and settle all our proceedings. I acknowledged iny in- 
Jlention to have ventured to solicit this very permission of 
resigning.—“ But I, ” cried he, smiling with the sweetest 
kindness, “ have spoken first myself." 

What a joy to me, what a relief, this very circumstance! 
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it will always lighten any evil that may, unhappily, follow 
this proposed step. 

Monday, May 30TH.-~-Thi3 evening I obtained leave 
to make my first visit, from Court, to Lady Mary Dun¬ 
can. I was really glad to see her again, and very kindly 
received, though not with the same cordial openness as 
when I came from St. Martin*s-street. She is a pro¬ 
fessed enemy of the Court, and it manifests no little rem¬ 
nant of original kindness that she will any longer even 
endure me. 

She had an excellent concert, but 1 could only hear its 
opening! I was obliged to return home after the first 
song of Pacchierotli, which he sang in his fimt manner, 
with every sweetness of expression and sensibility that 
human powers can give the human voice. 

Very few of my old friends were there; I think only 
Mr. Nicboils and Miss Farquhar. My father presented 
roe to the new Duchess of Dorset, who seems to assume 
nothing upon her new dignity. 

• • * • 

I have not, 1 believe, mentioned a correspondence in 
which I was engaged with Mr. Cambridge some time 
ago? It was one extremely pleasant to me; he sent me 
several fragments of poems, all upon the subject of the 
French .Revolution, and wrote the kindest notes or tetters 
to enclose them. His very excellent * Progress of Li¬ 
berty* I am kure you have seen. His constant trust, and 
friendship, and affection, are amongst my most cherished 
comforts, and, indeed, I must own, amongst my greatest 
astonishments; for so little I now see him, so seldom, 
so precariously, and with such difficulty to himself, that 
I am perpetually preparing myself for perceiving hts 
thoughts about me obUviotiised. I'am very happy to find 
how far from just has proved hitherto this apprehension. 
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With his daughter I have never that fear; reliance can 
go no deeper tiian mine upon her> founded upou her 
firm ami steady character, which deliberately forms its 
connexions, but as warmly as permanently adheres to 
them. 
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1790. 

Mr. Jacob Bryant to Miss Burney. 

Dear Madam, CTpenban, June 12,1790. 

PEAMir me through your hands most gratefully to 
make a return to the Queen of the book with which Her 
Majesty in her great goodness and condescension was 
pleased to intrust me. It has been read by me with 
much care, and with equal satisfaction and emolument. 
For though I trust (as I took the liberty to mention to 
Her Most Excellent Majesty) tKat my principles are well 
founded and' determinately fixed, yet the renovation of 
these truths, and of the arguments in their favour, affords 
a refreshment to the mind, and is productive of many 
happy consequences. It is like the de^v from above 
upon herbs and plants; which, however verdant and 
well rooted before, yet find a seusible benefit from the 
heavenly supply. 

In this Treatise we have an address from a father to a 
beloved daughter. But I found at the beginning of it, 
in manuscript, upon a spare leaf, an address, by another 
hand, to a daughter equally beloved, and truly noble and 
excellent. This affected me far more than all the letters 
of Baron Haller. The piety and parental love, and the 
affecting solicitude there displayed, absolutely brought 
^(tears into my eyes—such tears as flow from a pleasing 
sensibility, and from those heavenly emorions which we 
feel when we look up to transcendent goodness dealing 
out happujesa to mankind. Plato says, “If Virtue 
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could appear in a human form, what adniiraiion would 
she excite! ”—I think I have seen that appearance ; and 
have been affected accordingly. 

I am, dear Madam, 

Your most obliged humble servant. 

Jacob Bryant. 


This month opened with the truly afflicting intellU 
gence of the death of iny poor Mrs. • * • *’s little 
baby ! How marked by misfortune is the youth of that 
lovely mourner! The poor child died last month, though 
the news reached me the first of ihi.x. 

Not a Utile was 1 surpiised by a visit on the same 
morning from Miss Payne, whom I bad not seen since 
I left St. Martin’S'Strect, nor been able to appoint: 
however, she came now of her own accord, and brought 
also Miss Matliias—not our Charlotte’s accpiainlaiice, but 
her cousin, * 

She came to execute a commission of Mr. BcMilham, 
•A stianger to me; who wished me to read the MS. 
Memoirs of his son, a Colonel in the Russian service, 
and present, if 1 approved them, the book to the Queen 
for perusal. ’There was no refusing; yet these are al¬ 
ways dangerous commissions. 


Miss F. Burney to Mrs. 


• 4> * * * 


Queeu'i Lodge, Wiudscs, June 11,1790. 

You were most kind to write again so soon, my sweet 
M—; very anxious was I to hear—yet hardly dared 
hope for—words so very good, of calmness and determined 
fortitude. 1 scarce know how to direct to you, but 1 
cannot rest easy without writing. 

Most earnestly 1 hope the sea-scheme will lake place. 
We know, at die worst, how we can meet, and neither of 
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us will be too proud to accept such terms as our fates 
allow us to make. Half the world relinquish small com¬ 
forts because disappointed of great ones : }'ou and I 
must not do that. Indeed to me it will not be enrolled 
amongst the small ones to see my poor afflicted M—~ - 
in any way or manner whatsoever. 

Those thoughts which entered your mind at the sight 
of so much agony with innocence, will not, 1 am sure, 
dwell there, and therefore I am not uneasy to hear of 
them: they hardly were tlioiights; they were rather spon¬ 
taneous feelings, and so natural at such a period of ma> 

ternal wretchedness, that, believe me, my dearest M-, 

instead of blaming, I feel {)ersuaded they are pardonable 
even in the sight of the Most High, so long as they are 
involuntary, and excited by such extreme anguish as 
weakens religious principles. The mind may, 1 trust, 
be as readily forgiven incapacity at such Dioments, when 
deprived of its reasoning faculties, as the body when en¬ 
feebled by sickness and iniirmity. 

To indulge in ruminations of that sort would indeed 
be reprehensible and presumptuous in the highest de- 
giee ; for how should we, who never truly and candidly 
ran judge one another, arraign the dispensations, as 
faulty or needless, of a Providence to our narrow senses 
unsearchable ? 

These are reflections whicdi will bear much diffusion. 
1 enlarge upon them for my own use, in every circum¬ 
stance of calamity, when its first bitterness is past. My 
dearest M — ■ — • will draw them out for herself: she is able, 
from the goodness of her understanding; and she will be 
' willing, from her veneration of one whose brightest 
quality, amid so many that were brilliant, was resignation 
to the will of God. 

You ere disposed to join in the idea that the little 
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angel looks down upon you; and you finish by thanking 
God she is now at peace. These two instances satisfy me 
of what 1 have said, that the turn of your mind has not 
varied from right, in faith or submission, but that your 
feelings were too strongly stimulated to be under their 
proper command. 

Write to me as soon and as often as you can; iny sym> 
palhising thoughts follow you in this unexpected blow 

with unceasing pity,—roy dear, my sweet M-!— 

Heaven bless you! 

May I try to make you smile? 1 could not help it 
myself when the other day the Princess Sophia came to 
my room, and said, Dear, bow sorry 1 am for poor 
Mrs. • * • I I’m sure I hope she ’ll soon have an¬ 
other ! ” as if, so any one was to be had, it would do! 


The next morning I went again to the trial of poor 
Mr. Hastings: Mrs. Ord received from me my compa¬ 
nion ticket, kindly giving up the Duke of Neucasllc's box 
to indulge me with her company. 

But I must meution an extraordinary circumstance tiiat 
happened in the last week. 1 received in a parcel—No 
I Will recite it you as 1 told it to Mr. Windham, who, for¬ 
tunately, saw and came up to me—fortunately, I say, 
as the business of the day was very unedifying, and 
as Mrs. Ord much wished to hear some of his conver¬ 
sation. 

He inquired kindly about James and his affairs, and if 
he had yet a ship; and, to let him see a person might 
reside in a Court, and yet have no undue influence, I re¬ 
lated his proceedbgs with Lord Chatham, and his laconic 
letter and interview. The first running thus 

Mi Lord, —I should be glad of an audience; if your 
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Lordship will be so good to appoint a time, 1 will wait 
upon you. - 

I am, my Lord, 

Your bumble servant, 

• James Burney.” 


** And pray.” quoth 1 to James, when he told me 
this, “ did you not say the honour of an audience ? ” 

" No,” answered he, “ I was civil enough without that; 
1 said, If you will be so good-~-that was very civil—and 
honour is quite left off now.” 

How comic ! to run away proudly from forms and 
etiquettes, and then pretend it was only to be more in the 
last mode. 

Mr. Windbam enjoyed this characteristic trait very 
much ; and he likes James so well that he deserved it, as 
well as the interview which ensued. 

" How do you do, Captain Buruey ?” 

My Lord, 1 should be glad to be employed.” 

“ You must be sensible, Captain Burney, we have many 
ciaimauts just now, and more than it is possible to satisfy 
immediately.” 

1 am very sensible of that, my Lord; but, at the 
same time, I wish to let your Lordship know what I should 
like to have—a frigate of thirty-tw’o guns.” 

I am very glad to know what you wish, sir.” 

He took out his pocket-book, made a memorandum, 
and wished James a good momiug. 

Whether or not it occurred to Mr. Windham, while I 
told this, that there seemed a shorter way to Lord 
Chatham, and one more in his own style, I know not: 
Ve was too delicate to let such a hint escape, and I would 
not for the world intniat him with roy applications and 
disappointments, 
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But I have found,” cried I aftenvards, ** another 
newspaper praise for you now. * Mr. Wiudham, with his 
usual vein of irony,’ ” • 

" 0 yes,” cried he, “ 1 saw that! Bi>t what can it 
mean ?—I use no * vein of irony—I dislike it, except 
for peculiar purposes, keenly handled, and soon passed 
over.” 

Yet this is the favourite panegyric you receive con¬ 
tinually; this, or logic, always attends your name in the 
newspapers.” 

“ But do I use it?” 

*' Nay, not to me, 1 own. As a manner, I never found 
it out, at least. However, I am less averse now than 
formerly to the other panegyric-close logic ; for I own 
the more frequently I come hither the more convinced 
I hnd myself that that is no character of confmendation 
to be given universally.” 

He could say nothing to this; and really the dilatory, 
desultory style of these prosecutors in general deserved 
a much deeper censure. 

If a little closeness of logic and reasoning were ob¬ 
served by one I look at now, what a man would he be, 
and who could compare with him! '* 

Mr. Burke you are sure was here my object; aad his 
entire, though silent and unwilling, assent was obvious.* 
“ Wbat a speech,” I continued, “ has he lately made ! 
how noble, how energetic, how enlarged throughout!^” 

0,” cried he, very unaffectedly, ** upon the French 
Revolution ? ” 

Yes; atid any party might have been proud of it, for 
liberality, for feeling, for all in one—genius. I, who am 
only a reader of detached speeches, have read none 1 have 
thought its equal.” 

Yet, such as you have seen it, it does not do hina 



138 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part IV. 


justice. I was not in the House that day; but 1 am 
assured the actual speech, as he spoke it at the moment, 
was highly superior to what has since been printed. There 
was in it a force—^there were shades of reBection so fine 
—allusions so quick and so happy—and strokes of satire 
and observation so pointed and so apt,—that it had ten 
times more brilliancy when absolutely extemporary than 
when transmitted to paper.*' 

“Wonderful, wonderful! He is a truly wonderful 
creature I” And, alas, thought I, as wonderful in iucon* 
sisteiicy as in greatness! 

lu the course of a discussion more detailed upon his 
faculties, I ventured to tell him what impression they hud 
made upon James, who was with me during one of the 
early long speeches. “1 was listening," I said, with 
the most fervent attention to such strokes of eloquence us, 
while 1 heard them, carried all before them, when my 
brother pulled me by the sleeve to exclaim, ‘ When will 
he come to the point ?* ” 

The justness, notwithstanding its characteristic con- 
ciseness, of this criticism, I was glad thus to convey. Mr. 
Windham, however, would not subscribe to it; but, with 
a significant smile, coolly said, Yes, 'tis curious to hear 
a man of war's ideas of rhetoric." 

• “ Well," quoth 1, to make a little amends, shall I 
tell you a compliment he paid you ? " 

“Me?" 

“ Yes. ‘ ffe speaks to tlie purpose,’ he cried." 

Some time after, with a sudden recollection, be eagerly 
exclaimed, “ O, I knew I bad something I wished to tell 
you I 1 was the other day at a place to see Stuart's 
Athenian architecture, and whom do you think I met in 
the room ? " 

I could not guess. 
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“ Nay, 'tia precisely what you will like—Mr. Hast¬ 
ings!" 

'' Indeed I" cried I, laughing; “ I must own 1 am ex¬ 
tremely glad to hear it I qply wish you could both 
meet without either knowing the other." 

“ Well, we behaved extremely well, I assure you ; and 
looked each as if we had never seen one another before. 
I determiDed to let you know it" 

" 1, also," quoth I, “ have something to say to you ; 
something, too, which perhaps to you may be intelligible, 
though to me perfectly incomprehensible." 

How he stared! 

The other day, when I came home from Westminster 
Abbey, I found upon my table a present; not from any 
friend, not from any acquaintance, not even from a person 
whom 1 had ever beheld a moment, or whom I knew, 
even through any third person; but to you 1 think it 
likely he may be known,—perhaps, indeed, intimately.’’ 
He really could not speak fur wonderment 
“ It was, in short, from Mr. Courtney;—his ‘ Treatise 
on the French Revolution.’ "■ 

Surprise, 1 saw, did not subside entirely, though curio¬ 
sity was DOW no more; but he was still silent. 

As 1 have never had the pleasure of meeting Mr. 
u rt ®y f nor any way of knowing him, you may suppose 
how much 1 was astonished. 1 concluded it some mistake." 

No one but you would have concluded that,” was his 
civil interruption. 

Yea, I thought the printer sent it to a wrong person ; 
but when I saw on the title-page, * From the Author,’ 
I was staggered. Hear, however, my mistake in conse¬ 
quence. 1 read the title-pa^, and finding it a political 
pamphlet, 1 next concluded it was sent to me by way of 
being laid in sight of the higher powers.” 
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He began now to look as curious as ever. 
y But I must here repeat what 1 have before told you, 
which is perfectly true, though perhaps you may never 
have heard anything so ^rfectly silly. I read and in¬ 
quire so little into .politics, that when any parliamentary 
debates come in my way I read only the detached speeches 
of those who are some way known to me. Prom this it 
had happened that I was really and actually ignorant of 
Mr. Courtney’s political creed; 1 only knew, in general, 
that he was a man of wit and satire; nothing further. 
Think, then, of niy surprise at my own mistaken conjec¬ 
ture. Believe me, I had not read through the first page 
before I completely acquitted him of any, the most re¬ 
mote, idea of my presenting his pamphlet to thc higher 
powers.” •' 

He found it impossible to look grave, but he would not 
speak a word. 

1 then formed a new surmise; 1 supposed there 
might be occasional episodes from the given subject, and 
such a mixture of general information and literature, that 
he hnd sent it me for my instruction and entertainment in 
the parts not political. I have received an infinity of both 
in political speeches of Mr. Burke, without any reference 
to their main purport. I began, therefcie, to look it over 
now with this new suggestion; but no,—I soon found my 
second mistake as egregious as my first: ’tisallofone 
colour—and such a colour ! Church, State, politics, and 
religion,—! know not which is treated worst^’* 

** Indeed 1 ” cried he, frankly; I do not defend him. 
not go so far, not by any meant.’’ 
am glad,” I cried, “ to hear It, but not surprised. 
However,! had soon done with it altogether, when!came 
to the passage, so scofiiiigly put, of ' a Prince of the 
House of.Brunswick sufiering for our sins.’ Away went 
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ihe book in lienrty indignation, and I have looked at it no - 
more. Why he should send it to me is truly unraUiom- 
able to me. 1 should again think my name written on 
it by mistake, could I suggest any other person in that 
house more likely to be meant; bat really that 1 cannot 
do.” 

He looked so archly satisfied of the truth of tliis, that 
he had no need to speak. 

“ All my fear,” I added, is, that he thinks me a 
rebel at heart.” 

Ono, he only wished you to read him.’* 

Indeed! if he does think so, he is very much mis* 
taken.” 

1 spoke this very gravely, not at all caring if he repeats 
it to him. ’Tis all the thanks I shall put in his way ; 
though, if ever I meet him, in his ofrn style of sarcasm 1 
may give him a few more. 

We then entered into a criticism upon his manner of 
writing. 1 told him it was all irony from period to period, 
as far as I had examined; and it was rather wearisome 
than poignant when thus spun on. True,” answered 
he; "a lady of my acquaintance admirably said of it, ’tis 
a copy of Bunbury's ' Long Minuet'—’tis a long joke. 
But I do not like that strain beyond an occasional word 
or sentence; ’tis a perversion of the real use of language, 
and the power and right meaning of words in time lose 
all their force and justness. Courtney has acquired this 
habit so strongly, that he ceases to be even aware when 
using it or not." 

He was soon after called away to the managers' 
cell by Mr. Burke, with whom 1 saw him engaged in so 
animated a conversation, that 1 imagined some great 
speech or business impending. However, ’twas no such. 
*thing; nothing was either said or done of any nionicnt. 
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My good Mrs. Ord brought me home, and I had ap¬ 
pointed to meet her at Mrs. Chapone’s in the evening 
But the Queen was indisposed ; and thoagh well enough 
to see a small party, I thought it indecorous to propose 
going out myself, and could not stir without licence, ac¬ 
cording to my bond; therefore I disappointed myself, 
Mrs. Ord, and Mrs. Chapone, and whoever else was kind 
enough to expect me with any earnestness. 

I was nevertheless called upon to give my narrative of the 
trial to their Majesties and the Princesses in a body; and 
then to niy Royal Mistress separately, who declared I should 
certainly go again; wherever 1 might be, even from Windsor. 
I am happy my accounts afford her this little interest. 

Her indisposition, thank Heaven, was slight, and the 
birthday had its usual splendour. But 1 shall not repeat 
any descriptions. I will not be worse than the poet 
laiireats,—echo and re-echo annual dourishes without 
necessity. 

In my drawing-room I saw only sundries of the house¬ 
hold, Charles and his Rosette; and at night I went to the 

Chamberlain’s Gallery with Charies. 

• « • * * 

I had two most affectionate little epistles from Mrs. 
Chapone before I left town, relative to the disappointed 
evening; they gave me very sincere pleasure. 

The day after the birthday I bad again a visit from 
Mrs. Fairly. 1 was in the midst of packing, and break¬ 
fasting, and confusion; for we left town immediately, to 
return no more till next year, except to St. James’s for 
‘ ^ drawing-room. However, J made her as welcome as 
I was able, and she was more soft and ingratiating in her 
manners than 1 ever before observed her. I apologised 
two or three tiroes for not waiting upon her, representing 
my confined abilities for visiting. 
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I left town with a very rleep concern upon my mind for 
niy poor Columb, who was very ill, and unable to accom¬ 
pany me to Windsor. Dr. Gisburoe and Mr. Devaynes 
mutually promised me to attend him, and I sent Goter to 
give him whatever of comfort or assistance from myself 
he could receive. 

We fell immediately into our usual Windsor life, which 
I shall not undertake to new-set for your inspection. 
The old setting will amply suffice. 

Colonel Gwynn was in waiting, and General Bude in 
almost constant residence. Generals Grenville and Har- 
court. Colonels Manners and Goldsworthy, and once 
Mr. Fairly, were the occasional visitors. 

The Queen sent me to town on the next day’s ftal at 
Westminster Hall, to hear the summing up of Mr. Fox. 
I stopped at Hammersmith for Charles, who accompanied 
me. It was well we were together, for the business of 
the day was extremely heavy, and disappointed all hearers. 

It was an oration without any effect whatsoever, bring¬ 
ing home neither conviction, nor delight, nor information 
to my ears. 

Soon after the Ascot races began. The Royal Family 
all went, and Lord Chesterfield good-humouredly offered 
his carriage to Miss Planta and me, which the Queen 
bid us accept. There agaiu 1 saw Mr. Crutcbley, and 
heard a little of all the Thrales, whom 1 am always 
glad to inquire after by every possible opportunity. 
The daughters were at Tunbridge; the mother was at 
Streatfaam. Much I wonder she can there ffatter herself 
with regaining any happiness. 1 should have thought it 
the seat of merely bitter recollections. 

The Queen, in the kindest manner, when we went to 
town for the drawing-roop), lent me her keys, to get, 
from her bookcase at her own house, Henry’s ‘ History 
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of England^’ as I had expressed a great disposition to 
read it. 

There are four volumes quarto, and may perhaps be 
four more; she has permitted me to keep the whole as 
long as I please, so that I read at my leisure. I am ex> 
tremely satisfied with the plan upon which it is written, 
which separates ’ the ipilitary from the civil government, 
and the history of the church from tliat of general learn¬ 
ing, arts, customs, and manners; so as to form seven 
complete histories of every given period, each of them 
distinct from the other, though chronologically similar. 


r 


Windm, Queen'i IxMlge. 

July.— At the chapel, about this time, while I was 
hurrjftg through a crowd to get home in time for the 
Queen, a kind but abrupt voice, which I instantly recol¬ 
lected as that of Dr. Lort, called aloud after me, “ Here, 
Miss Burney !’* I turned back, and saw, with great plea¬ 
sure, his good and very original physiognomy. He im¬ 
mediately introduced me to his wife. She seems a roost 
light and merry-hearted dame, who has every quality that 
can make the good Doctor happy, in good humour, ex> 
tieme high spirits, a careless disposition, and a passionate 
fondness for himself. 

As I could not request the pleasure of seeing them in 
my apartment without previous regulation, 1 protniaed to 
meet them upon the Terrace in the evening. 

This, accordingly, accompanied by Miss Planta, I 


eflfect^: Mrs. Lort joined' me inslaiitly; she was walk¬ 
ing with Mrs. Douglas, at whose house, at the Dcanerv, 
they were now on a visit; but she passed by the cere¬ 
mony of keeping with her, and trotted me on, to chat 
more at ease, and be more at liberty, leaving poor Mrs. 
Douglas tQ manage her lameueia and her stick as well as 
she could. When I remonstrated, she said it was too 
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tiresome to drawl along with such slow people, and 
begged me not to mind her. I laughed at her easy 
humour, but now and then contrived an occasional 
rejoinder, till Dr. Shepherd fell into the suite of Mrs. 
Douglas: Mrs. i.x}rt then suid it was quite insupportable 
—that they were both so slow, that they might crawl on 
very well together, but she desired to have nothing more 
to do with them, as she realty wished an opportunity to 
make more acquuntance with me, which they prodigiously 
interrupted. She knew me already, she added, so well, 
from Miss Cambridge, that she had no patience witii 
letting such slugs come in the way of our progress. 

I was really very much diverted with her comical frank¬ 
ness. But her Doctor we lost. I suppose some old 
shattered fragment of a falling chimney or cornice, in 
some unfrequented part of the Round Tower, or the 
ancient Castle, had crossed his eye, curious in every 
species of antiquity, and difficult in none, and had made 
him forget his appointment. 

Who should Madame La Fite bring up to present me 
to, on the Terrace, but “ Miss VilkesShe had en¬ 
gaged her to spend a fortnight at Windsor, and would 
fain have introduced her here; but 1 must have fewer oc¬ 
casions than at present for exertions, to make any for total 
strangers; though I really respect all I have heard of 
Miss Wilkes, who seems to have conducted herself with 
admirable prudence in situations the roost difficult. 

The fourth Sunday Mr. Hatton appeared, and he 
came to ihy room at once, with an honest, straightforward 
security of the welcome he really found. 

A far fairer visitor—a better there hardly can be—took 
the same method twice, in evenings during tiie absence 
of Madame Schwellenberg,—Mrs. Gwynn. This beauti¬ 
ful woman, who idolises her husband, takes every oppor- 

VOL. V. L 
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tuuitj in lier power to see him when he is in waiting: 
she made a fortnight’s visit at St. Leonard’s, at Mrs. Har- 
court’s, and thence came to me for these two evenings, 
all of which, except the half-hour or so that the Colonel 
joined us, we spent alone. 

She has associated much with certain seditious spirits, 
who inveigh against all breaches of freedom; and she 
talked over the confined situation in which she saw a 
friend of yours, till she grew quite melancholy. Her 
chief instigator is Sir Joshua Reynolds. 


You will wonder to hear that one evening, at Kew, I 

received a visit from Miss-. She wrote me most' 

pressing notes to renew acquaintance, as she could come 
to me at any hour and day I would appoint. There were 
reasons, respecting her connections, which made this no 
difficult matter to arrange. She canae eai'Iy, and stayed 
late; we were quite alone; she dung aside the fine lady 
and a world of shallow afieclatiun, and was sociable, 
good-humoured, and desirous to please; so wc did 
mighty well. But the cultivation she begged might en¬ 
sue—that indeed requires a larger garden than I have 
yet planted. 

Mrs. Trimmer came to Windsor one morning, and had 
a private audience of Her Majesty. What honour do not 
those persoiM merit from the heads of that nation for 
which they forward actual reformation! She desired to 
see me, through Miss Planta, with whom she *ha8 beeu 
.^long acquainted. 1 invited her into my room, and sat 
with her till summoned away.- We bad begun some in¬ 
tercourse a year or two ago, through an application I 
made to her for a spinning-wheel for my dearest Fredy. 
This served to open our discourse; however, she is so 
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unaSected, mild, pleasing, and placid in her manners and 
conversation, that there was not the least difficulty in 
setting aside our mutual strangeness. I respect so highly 
her benevolence of character, and beneficence of conduct, 
that 1 was happy to be enrolled in the list of her ac¬ 
quaintances. She has since written to me, and warmly 
expressed her desire of our further meeting, and of seeing 
me at Brentford, when the Royal Family are so near as 
Kew. If I should be able to settle it, I shall be very 
willing. 

MisH Hurney io Mrs. —~ 

Queen’« Lodge, Windeor, August 6tk, 1790. 

' The sad turn of your thoughts softens without sur¬ 
prising me, the misfortune was so unexpected; never¬ 
theless, the religious view in which your melancholy places 
it convinces me your grief will give way, when it can, 
and not be nourished repiningly or without effort. How, 
how shall I wish and pray, my dearest M., that a scene 
of new and permanent maternal comfort may repay, in 
some measure, your past afflictions, and awaken and 
enliven you to new happiness! I only fear the terror 
you will conceive from every possible alarm may lessen 
the coming consolation, by increasing its anxiety. En¬ 
deavour, my dear friend, endeavour, d'avance, to prepare 
your mind for a confidence without which you can enjoy 
nothing, and which, without exertion, will now surely 
fly you. 

A singular instance of the unhappiness cf wanting this 
confidence has lately fallen under my eyes. The mother 
of a very fine child felt and indulged a solicitude so 
great that, by degrees, it became a part of her existence ; 
she was never without it,—in presence, in absence, in 
sickness, in health,—no matter which,—prosperity and 
adversity made no dififereoce; and the anxiety grew to 

l2 
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such n height that she is now threatened with a cori> 
sumption herself from no other cause. You know, and 
may perhaps divine her. She used to walk out by the 
side of the nurse with a watch in her hand, to measure, 
to a minute, the exact time it spent in the air. She 
started forward to meet every passenger, and examine their 
a[>pearance, before she suffered the child to proceed iu 
its walk; and turned it to the right to avoid one face, 
and presently back to the left that it might not see 
another. She rose in the dead of night to go and look 
at itj she quitted all society two or three times iu 
visit, to examine it •, and, in short, she made herself, her 
husband, and all her friends miserable by this constant 
distrust and apprehension, and is now, in a languishing 
and declining state, sent southward to try the change of 
air for herself, while all the time the child is one of the 
most healthy, beautiful, and robust 1 ever saw in my 
life. 

What a world is this! can one help to exclaim, when 
the first of blessings can thus be rendered a scourge to 
our friends and an infelicity to ourselves? For this lady, 
who, happy in her conjugal fate, had no wish but for a 
child, has never known a tranquil day since her boon has 
been granted. 

Heaven shield yon from such sufferings henceforth ! 
Give my best compliments to Mr.-, and write when 

you can to vour truly, truly affectionate 

_ V. B. 

Queen's Windaor^ Augxut) t790« 
f As I have only my almanac memorandums for this 
month, I shall hasten immediately to what I think my 
dear partial readers will find most to their taste in the 
course.of it. 

Know then, fair ladies, about the middle of this 
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August^ 1790, the author finished the rough first draught 
and copy of her first tragedy. What species of a com¬ 
position it may prove she is very unable to tell; she 
only knows it was an almost spontaneous work, and 
soothed (he melancholy of imaginadon for a while, though 
afterwards it impressed it with a secret sensation of hor¬ 
ror, so like real woe, that she believes it contributed to 
the injury her sleep received about this period. 

Nevertheless, whether well or ill, she is pleased to 
have done something at last, she hud so long lived in all 
ways as nothing. 

You will smile, however, at my next trust; but scarce 
was this completed,—as to design and scenery I mean, for 
the whole is in its first rough state, and legible only to 
herself,—scarce, however, had this done with imagination, 
to be consigned over to correction, when imagination 
seized upon another subject for another tragedy. 

The first therefore I have deposited in my strong-box, 
in all its imperfections, to attend to the other; 1 well 
know correction may always be summoned, imagination 
never will come but by choice. I received her, there¬ 
fore, a welcome guest,—the best adapted for softening 
w'eary solitude, where only coveted to avoid irksome ex¬ 
ertion. 

The first day of this month, Sunday, I had the two 
beautiful sisters, Mrs. Gwynn and Mrs. Bunbury, to tea. 
Mrs. Schwellenberg was absent on a visit to Mrs. Hast¬ 
ings. These sisters look still in their first bloom. Their 
husbands were both here. We had a cheerful evening; 
Miss Gonpme was with me also. When 1 am thus in 
my reign she comes frequently; she has much more mind 
than I have commouly observed fall to official lot. 

On the 6lh was the Princess Amelia's birthday. It 
was ushered in by a breakfast at a new small house which 
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(he Queen has just purchased at Frogiuure, about half a 
mile from Windsor. The Princess Elizabeth was ordered 
there early to prepare for the King’s reception, who, with 
the Queen and the rest of the Princesses, went th early 
prayers. Miss Planta attended the Princess till the 
Royal arrival, and Her Majesty graciously commissioned 
Her Royal Highness to gratify me with a sight of these 
preparations. She is always happy when permitted to 
show her native obligingness. We were there a full hour 
before the King, &c., came. The apartments were 
dressed out in flowers, and made very simply pretty and 
gay. A band of musicians were stationed in a long 
bower running across the garden, who struck up ' God 
save the King' as His Majesty entered the house. The 
whole was very elegant, and fitted to the innocence and 
youth of the sweet little Princess whose birth it cele¬ 
brated. 

1 placed one of my fairing work-baskets, with its imple¬ 
ments, on a table, ready for her little Royal Highness, 
with the leave of Princess Elizabeth, who smilingly put 
her own cadeau, a bonbonniere, into the basket, that her 
sister might see them together. In whatever she does 
there is a most captivating condescension. 

I had worked with them all, the Queen herself super- 
interring, the day before, in forwarding the decorations. 

A select party of company were invited upon the oc¬ 
casion to the breakfast: the titled part of the females 
were admitted to the Royal table, the others had a similar 
repast in an adjoining apartment. 

At noon, according to a negotiation in which I had 
been prime agent, Mr. Bryant brought from Cypeuham 
’’ a beautiful small spaniel, which he was allowed to carry 
himself to Frogmore, and present to the Princess. 1 
believe she had no cadeau that gave her equal delight. 
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We bad all much interest about this time in the wel> 
fare of the dear little Princess, who was inoculated. 
Thank Heaven! all prospered, and she suffered nothing. 

Lord Hnrcourt, the Queen’s new Master of the Horse, 
spent a week here, and made me a very long visit one 
day, in which we discussed the merits of Mr. Mason, 
Mrs. Macaulay, and divers republicans, with tolerable 
ease fur courtiers! He was of late a chief of their clan. 
I was not surprised to hear afterwards, from Lady Har- 
court, that they had not received a letter from Mr. Mason 
for the last three months; yet she told it as a matter of 
wonder. 

Sadly, and therefore briefly, shall 1 conclude the anec¬ 
dotes of this month. My poor excellent Columb, half 
recovered, precipitately followed me to Windsor, where 
he grew worse and worse; he was attended by Dr. Gis- 
burne, who at this time resided in Windsor, to watch the 
Princess Amelia, just inoculated. Mr. Keaie, the sur¬ 
geon, hero also for the same reason, did what was pos¬ 
sible for him; but the conclusion was, sending him, by 
the interest and kindness of Dr. Gisburne, to St. George's 
Hospital, as his disorder called fur the constant attend¬ 
ance of a surgeon ; it was a swelling upon the liver. 

He was extremely willing, nay eager, to go, from a 
persuasion he should there recover. I had proposed his 
trying the native air of Switzerland, but he was miserable 
at the thoughts of going away ; 1 had then offered him 
a quiet lodging at Clewer, a village near Windsor, but 
he could not bear to leave tlie place in which the mis¬ 
tress to whom he had so kindly attached himself resided; 
nor would he agree to any plan but that of the hospital. 

I obtained permission of Lady Courtown to let her 
Lord’s butler accompany him to the hospital. This butler 
is his countryman and intimate friend, M. Cuenod, and 
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a very worthy man. 1 sent them in a chaise, with a 
charge to travel slow, and three letters of recommenda¬ 
tion from Dr. Gisburne. 

tie had already kept his bed two days, but I desired 
to see him before he went, and I sent Goter to him, with 
a stamped receipt for settling his wages with her, that 1 
might not fatigue him when he came to take leave of 
me. He refused this, sent me back the receipt, and told 
Goter he wanted no money, and sliould beg me to keep 
some which he had by him already. 

This was not pleasant; all money transactions have 
some portion of distaste to me, though 1 little foresaw 
what would follow a compliance I could not refuse. 

The poor good creature came to me in his way to the 
chaise; he looked like death, yet was in good hopes and 
spirits. I said whatever I could suggest to encourage 
and comfort him. He expressed himself in terms of 
such strong attachment that he quite melted me with 
sorrow and compassion ; he again refused his wages, and 
brought me, in a paper, ten guineas to keep for him. 1 
drew up a receipt and acknowledgment of the whole: 
he would not take it,—I insisted. He trembled all over 
with emotion and extreme feebleness, and probably with 
pain, as he said,—“ No, Ma’am, I won’t take it! You 
know what it is, and I know what it is; and if I live 
I’m sure you won’t wrong me: and if I don’t, nobody 
else sha’o’t have it; for neither father, nor mother, nor 
any relation that I have, has ever been so kind to me as 
you have been!” 

In short, my dear friends, he left me neither more nor 
less than deluged in tears; for a testimony so simple and 
so affecting, of regard from a poor man scarce able to 
stand, and looking already £t for a shroud! It seemed 
as if further resbtance would break his heart, in his pre- 
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sent enfeebled state. I only gave him niy best wishes^ 
with a solemn promise to keep his place open for his 
return, and never to hire any servant but by the week so 
long as he lived> till he was able to come back to me 
himself. 

This pleased him, and, with kindest expressions of 
thankfulness, he set off for the hospital. 

I sent after him a message, however, that I had sealed 
up his wages and his savings, and had written upon them 
what knd whose they werey that, if any accident happened 
to me, my sister might restore the money to the right 
claimant, without confusion or doubt. 

I heard the next day, through M. Cuenod, that the 
poor man bore the journey better than could have been 
expected, and was settled much to bis satisfaction. 

Dr. Gisburne promised me to superintend, and Mr. 
Keate to see him from time to time. Mr. Keate, also, 
to show he meant to take some trouble, came to me with 
a request I would canvass the Provost of Eton, Dr. 
Huberts, concerning a living for Ins brother. 1 told him 
my little right to such an applicaiiou; but, for the sake 
of my poor Columb, 1 would refuse nothing demanded 
of me. 1 therefore posted to Eton ; but though 1 met 
with every civility from the Provost, 1 found the request 
was of a nature impracticable for consent, as it opposed 
the fixed rules of the College. So 1 was only paid for 
the difficult, nay arduous, to me, exertion of asking a 
favour, by manifesting to Mr. Keate my readiness to 
allow claim for claim. 

Vou may imagine I made continual inquiries how the 
poor man went on, but no accounts were promising which 
reached me during tlie month. 

Sej>T£Mbeb. —I must immediately proceed to the me¬ 
lancholy but ouly interest of this month—my poor Co- 
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lumb. After various accounts concerning him, I received 
on the 15lh a letter, informing me. in his own name, that 
he was so much recovered he hoped soon to return 
to me. 

Quite happy in this wished-for news, I prepared Wil¬ 
liam Moss, a former servant of Mrs. Schwellenberg, whom 
I had hired for the present, to leave me, and tlattered 
myself a few days would restore to me this good and 
faithful creature ; but a few days told another tale! I 
was just come in one evening from calling upon Madame 
lie la Fite, who was ill, when Mrs. Schwellenberg’s man 
informed me Columb was dying: the King's hobby- 
groom had called at the hospital, and heard he was given 
over! 

Equally disappointed and concerned, 1 sent immedi¬ 
ately for M. Cuenod, Lonl Courtown’s butler, and en¬ 
treated him to go early the next morning to the hospital, 
and to see his poor country'man and hear his last wishes, 
and inquire if he was properly attended, and carry him 
my sincerest good wishes, and earnest desire to know his 
own, botii for while he lived and fur after, if he should be 
survived by me. Every caution to prevent giving him 
any shock by this message 1 strongly inculcated, and M. 
Cuenod seems a good and tender-hearted man. 

At six o'clock the next morning he left Windsor. He 
returned again at night. He told me poor Columb 
wouki not allow himself to be in any such danger, but 
persisted he should soon see me himself; nor would he 
hear of any regulation as to his affairs, angrily saying 

Everything was settled, and if it were a thousand pounds 
it should not be altered.” 

You will not wonder I was extremely affected by this 
persevering mauifestation of extraordinary regard, i had 
already shown M. Cuenod the paper I had drawn up;— 
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we agreed nothing more could be now done; but he told 
me of two sisters in Switzerland, of whom 1 had not 
before heard, and I determined, if the poor man died 
without further injunctions or directions, to transmit to 
them all he sltould leave. 

He had also, at my desire, left orders with a M. 
Huguenon, another Swiss friend, to superintend his affairs, 
and when all was over see that his poor remains were 
decently interred, and every attention paid that seemed 
right and kind, 

I heard of him still daily for three days more. The 
morning of this third day I had a message from him of 
his duty, and be ho(>ed to see me soon; in the evening— 
another account!—be was dead ! 

My intelligencer was this M. Huguenon, who is a per¬ 
fumer. He told me poor Columb, in the last quarter of 
an hour, desired to leave everything to his sisters. He 
certainly meant everything of his wearing apparel, 
watches, &c., for what money be had left in my hands 
he would never tell anybody; purposely, M. Cuenod says, 
that no one might have any claim upon me! 

1 told M. Huguenon how it all stood, and that all 
should be forthwith sent over to Switzerland, when the 
clothes, &c., were sold. I gave him an order to Kew and 
the Queen's house, as well as here at Windsor, for 
searching and collecting all his poor chattels. 

A fortnight after we went as usual to Kew previous to 
the Thursday’s drawing-room; and here a letter was 
brought me upstairs by Goter from Mr. Burney, telling 
me he sent another from his friend Mr. Ffrye, recom¬ 
mending to ray assistance one Peter Bayond, as heir and 
executor of my late servant, Jacob Columb! The ac¬ 
companying letter from Mr. Ffrye was to the same pur¬ 
pose. 
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I can by no means tell you my astonishment at this 
Peter Bayond’s hardy attempt, nor my horror at what I 
was completely convinced must be a foi^ery. Poor Co- 
lumb had no possible motive to make such a will in pri¬ 
vate and in secret; and in public and openly he had 
repeatedly declared all I have already related. 

Expecting something unpleasant might ensue, and 
firmly persuaded of this ezecutur’s perjury, I desired Mr. 
De Luc to be so good as to be present at my admitting 
him; for he had brought the letter himself. At first, 
indeed, I was strongly tempted to refuse seeing him; but 
when I considered my belief in his baseness was without 
proof, I felt I had no right to decline hearing him speak 
for himself. 

In he came, looking precisely like one of the Irish 
chairmen in * The Jealous Wife,’who attempt to smuggle 
away old Russet; black and all black—dress, hair, and 
countenance; sturdy, strong, decided, and ill-marked were 
his face and figure, yet perplexed, stammering, and tin* 
certain his speech ; he had a thick stick in bis hand, and 
his whole appearance was really tremendous. 

He produced the will; every word showed its falsehood 
more strongly. It left James Columb, a cousin, who 
resides with Mr. Walpole, joint heir; it specified nothing; 
the will might have served for any man of any fortune in 
any kingdom. 

I asked why he had held it back so long. 

He answered, he had written to me a week ago. 

I found he had spelt my name Burnet, and the letter 
had missed me. 

Even then,” I cried, “ my servant had been dead a 
week. Why did you not immediately send ?” 

He had waited to prove the will. 

There could be no occasion for that in so small a 
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concern if there were no doubt of its validity. Proved, 
however, it was, and signed and sealed at Doctors’ 
Commons! . 

After much discussion the result was, that he should 
meet M. Huguenon at my apartment at St. James’s the 
next day. 

The next day I had a message from James Cohimb, 
charging me not to pay this man, whom he believed a 
cheat, and honestly declining to share in any such per¬ 
jury ; but persisting all should go to the sisters. 

I was pleased to see my good ColutnB had left a rela¬ 
tion of worth so like his own. 

This miserable being never came. He durst not face 
M. Huguenon, who knew him well, and who begged me 
to pay no regard to him, as he was a man of the very 
worst character, though also a Swiss. 

I then settled, with this M. Huguenon and Mr. De 
Luc and my father, to pay nothing further but to Philip 
or James Columb, both servants of Mr. Walpole. Here 
the matter rested till October. 

For the miscellanies of this month I have no memo¬ 
randums. The only pleasant part of it is well known to 
you, unrecorded. 

1 was obliged to receive Mr. Bentham in order to soften 
returning to him his son's MS. Memoirs unviewed. 
1 think 1 have mentioned Her Majesty declined looking 
at them from prudential modves. He made a very long 
visit, and seemed perfectly good-humoured and well sa¬ 
tisfied ; he appears to be a very worthy, open-hearted, 
cheerful, and happy character. He settled “much future 
acquaintance” by bringing roe acquainted with Mrs. 
Bentham 1—0, very much! thought 1,—nothing so easy I 
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Queen’s Lodge, Windsor. 

OcTouER. —I Open again with my poor Columb. How 
little did he imagine his singular kindness would involve 
me in such difficulties! but, as I heard from M.Cuenod, 
he certainly resolved against telling any one what money 
was in my hands, that there might be no claim upon me. 
Worthy, affectionate creature!—how often and how long 
shall I miss him! 

I had been returned here but a short time whfen 1 re* 
ceived a letter from an attorney, Mr. F. Matthews, de¬ 
siring me to pay forthwith to Peter Bayond the sum in 
my hands of the late Jacob Columb ! 

It was now necessary to apply to the cousins. 1 there¬ 
fore took the courageous step of addressing myself to 
Mr. Walpole himself, that through him 1 might act with 
them. His former kindness to me was a secret stimulus 
to assure me he would not take amiss such a call upon 
his remembrance and his time. 

I opened my cause thus—or to this effect 

“If Mr. Walpole has still the goodness to remember 
an old acquaintance, long lost to all apparent claim for 
that honour, he is requested to spare his servant, James 
Columb, to call at her apartment next Thursday, at St. 
James’s Palace, about two o’clock; as she wishes to learn 
from said James Columb what he would have her do 
with the small sum of money still remaining in her hands 
of her late servant, Jacob Columb, his cousin. She re- 
ceived his message ten days ago requiring her not to pay 
it to one Peter Bayond, but this morning she has had a 
letter from an attorney with reverse directions.” 

Thus you see I came to the point in a very business- 
’ like manner. But, as I thought he might have more ac¬ 
quaintance at St. James’s Palace than one, 1 concluded 
it would not he amiss to intimiRe a little who addressed 
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him-~>which I did in a rather quaint way, somewhat 
suited to Strawberry Hill, as thus: " And now can Mr. 
Walpole pardon this abrupt and troublesome intrusion 
from one who seemed at least consigned to silence and 
quiet ? she will not say to oblivion, lest a quotation should 
occur for an answer—Seemed, madam? nay, you were!’ 
She trusts, however, there can be no local impropriety 
in bringing herself again to life, purely to speak for the 
dead ; yet her courage of renovation does not amount to 
expecting a jdace in the memory of Mr. Walpole without 
calling to its aid that she has the honour to be, &c. 

F. Burney.” 

Never was quaintness so successful. A letter filled 
with the most flattering kindness was brought to me at 
St. James's by his servant, Philip Columb. 1 shall show 
it you when w? meet, as it is too long to copy: but there 
is one paragraph at the conclusion so striking in this 
present juncture, that I am tempted to put aside my 
blushes, and give it you at once; especially as it was 
read, with singular opportuneness, by my dearest father. 
After the business part, this follow^:— 

“As this will come to you by my servant, give me 
leave>to add another word on your most unfounded idea 
that I can forget you, because it is almost impossible for 
me even to meet you. Believe me, I heartily regret that 
privation, but would not repine, were your situation, 
either in point of fortune or position, equal in any degree 
to your merit. «But were your talents given to be buried 
in obscurity? You have retired from the world to a 
closet at Court—where, indeed, you will still discover 
mankind, though not disclose it; for if you could pene¬ 
trate its characters in the earliest glimpse of its superficies, 
will it escape your piercing eye when it shrinks from your 
inspectioD, knowing that you have the mirror of truth io 
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your pocket ?—will not embarrass you by saying more, 
nor would have you take notice of or reply to what I have 
said: judge, only, that feeling hearts reflect, not forget 
Wishes that are empty look like vanity;—my vanity is to 
be thought capable of esteeming you as much as you 
deserve, and to be reckoned, though a very distant, a 
most sincere friend,—and, give me leave to say, dear 
madam, your most obedient humble servant, 

« Hor. Walpole, 

“Strowbcrry Hill, October, ’90." 


It was not only pleasure I received from this extreme 
kindness, but real use: such an expression as that I have 
marked under, from such a man, operated most power¬ 
fully upon a loved paternal heart, that, from time to 
time, is strengthened in its plans by assurances of ap¬ 
probation from those whose opinion is of weight, and 
worthy of counterbalancing such worldly wights as will 
probably start up in censure, wonder, and objecting. 

In my answer to Mr. Walpole, I told him that, even 
from that closet in which he had deposited me, I could 
look for truth in words, and expect there might be mean¬ 
ing in professions; therefore, I ventured to rely upon his 
sincerity and crave his advice how to proceed. I then 
stated the case more fully. 

I received from him the kindest of answers immedi- 
ately, offering to join his own security with his servant’s, 
to insure me from ever more being troubled upon this 
subject, and protesting that if. ot any time, I could 
employ him in any great or little service, it was a hiip- 
^piness 1 owed him,” and finishing with warmest and most 
cordial professions of a regard, with which 1 am extremely 
flattered. 

You will not want to be told that I declined his gene- 
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rous offer of security. I could not bear to involve in any 
such possible embarrassment a much nearer and dearer 
friend; but I thankfully accepted his counsel, and re* 
solved upon paying the whole into the hands of his ser¬ 
vants, the Columbs, assuring him, at the same time, that 
1 had now in my possession a security much more valu* 
able to me than any indemnity in money matters, namely, 
that of the kindness and the remembrance with which he 
honoured me. 

Would you not, now, have supposed this vexatious 
business, as fur us it regarded me, at an end? No such 
thing! I had meetings, writings, consultations, torments 
about it innumerable; and this vile. Peter Bayond followed 
me with incessant menace, though he was afraid and 
ashamed of encountering M. Iluguenoo, his country¬ 
man. 

I was reduced, at last, to entreat my dear father to 
beg counsel of Mr. Bait. Mr. Balt was just gone to 
Twickenham ! He then kindly applied to Mr. Wood¬ 
cock, whom 1 know not, though 1 was formerly much 
acquainted with Lady Shelley, his sister, as you may re¬ 
member from my Brigbthelmstone journal. 

Mr. Woodcock, with the roost pleasant alacrity, un¬ 
dertook the business for me, which he settled, after much 
trouble and a thousand diRiculties, in a manner the most 
friendly on his own part, though the most mortifying to 
Mr. Walpole and myself; for Peter Bayond obtained 
half the property, from persisting he would else sustain a 
lawsuit, in which Mr. Woodcock assured me I must 
necessarily be involved in expenses that would double the 
whole of what my poor servant had left! 

The other half the cousin received. 

My whole comfort is, that the poor ill-used sisters, at 
least, had never expected what they thus lost; for poor 
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Columb had been deeply io debt till he lived with me, 
and they were Qot upon good terms. 

The great kindness of Mr. Walpole has been all my 
solace for this disturbance. 

1 could not forbear concluding my letter with telling 
him Oiat the opinion 1 enclosed for him had almost petri* 
fied me, and that, if such was our chauce of juttice with 
law, we must agree never to relate this little history to 
the democrats abroad, lest we should all be brought 
forward to illustrate the necessity of universal Reform, 
and the National Assembly should echo with all our 
names! 

in his answer he agrees to this io strong terms. 


I was ill the whole of this month, though not once with 
suflicient seriousness for conGnement, yet with a diffi¬ 
culty of proceeding as usual so great, that the day was a 
burtheu—>or rather, myself a burthen to the day. A 
languor so prodigious, with so great a failure of strength 
and spirit, augmented almost hourly, that 1 several times 
thought 1 must be compiled to excuse my constancy of 
attendance; but tliere was no one to take my place, ex¬ 
cept Miss Planta, whose health is insufficient for her own, 
and Mile. Mootmollin, to whom such an addition of duty 
is almost distraction. 1 could not, therefore, but work 
on while to work at any rate able. 

I now drew up, however, my memorial, or rather, showed 
it now to my dearest father. He so much approved it, 
that he told me he would not have a comma of it altered. 
T will copy it for you. It is as respectful and as grateful 
as I had words at command to make it, and expressive 
of strong devotion and attachment; but it fairly and 
Grmly states that my strength is inadequate to the duties 
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of iny charge, and, therefore, that I humbly crave per¬ 
mission to resign, it and retire into domestic life. It was 
written in my father'ename and my own. 

I had now that dear father's desire to present it upon 
the first auspicious moment: and 0 ! with what a mix¬ 
ture of impatience and dread unspeakable did I look for¬ 
ward to such an opportunity ! 

The war was still undecided : still I inclined to wait 
its issue, as I perpetually brought in my wishes for poor 
James, though without avail. Major Garth, our last 
Equerry, was raised to a high post in the West Indies, 
and the rank of Colonel. I recommended James to his 
notice and regard if they met;and a promise most readily 
and pleasantly made to seek him out and present him to 
his brother, the General, if they ever served in the same 
district, was all, 1 think, that my Court residence obtained 
for my marine department of interest! 

Meanwhile, one morning at Kew, Miss Cambridge 
was so much alarmed at my declining state of health that 
she would take no denial to my seeing and consulting 
Mr. Dundas. He ordered me the bark, and it strength- 
- ened me so much for awhile, that I was too much re¬ 
cruited for presenting my sick memorial, which I there¬ 
fore cast aside. 

Mrs. Ord spent near a week at Windsor iu the begin- 
.ning of this month. I was ill, however, the whole time, 
and suffered so much from my official duties, that my 
good Mrs. Ord, day after day, evidently lost something 
of her partiality to my situation, from witnessing fatigues 
of which she had formed no idea, and difficulties and dU- 
agreeabiiilies in carrying on a week’s intercourse, even 
with so respectable a friend, which I believe she had 
thought impossible. 

Two or three times she hurst forth into ejaculations 

, m2 • 
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strongly expressive of fears for my health and sorrow at 
its exhausting calls. I could not but relieved in my 
own mind that this much-valued, most maternal friend 
should thus receive a conviction beyond all powers of 
representation, that my place was of a sort to require a 
strength foreign to my make. 

She left me in great and visible uneasiness, and wrote 
to me continually for bills of health. I never yet so 
much loved her, for, kind ns I have always found her, 1 
never yet saw in her so much true tenderness. 

In this month, also, I first heard of the zealous exer¬ 
tions and chivalrous intentions of Mr. Windham. 
Charles told me they never met without his denouncing 
the whole thunders of his oratory against the confine- 
«ncnt by which he thought my health injured; with his 
-opinion that it must be counteracted speedily by elope- 
unent, no other way seeming effectual. 

But with Charlotte he came more home to the point. 

' Their vicinity in Norfolk occasions their meeting, though 
-very' seldom at the house of Mr. Francis, who resents 
.'his prosecution of Mr. Hastings, and never returns his 
-visits ; but at assemblies at AyUham and at Lord Buck-' 
-ingham’s dinners they are certain of now and then en¬ 
countering. 

This summer, when Mr. Windham w’ent to Felbrig, 
his Norfolk seat, they soon met at an assembly, and he 
immediately opened upon his disapprobation of her 
sister’s monastic life, adding, “ 1 do not venture to speak 
thus freely upon this subject to everybody, but to you I 
think 1 may } at least, I hope it.” 

Poor dear Charlotte was too full-hearted for disguise, 
and they presently entered into a confidential cabal, that 
made her quite disturbed and provoked when hurried 
away. 
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From this time, whenever they met, they were pretty 
much of a mind. “ I cannot see you/’ he always cried, 
''without recurring to that painful subject—^your sister’s 
situation.” He then broke forth in an animated offer of 
his dwn services to induce Dr. Burney to finish such a 
captivity, if he could flatter himself he might have any 
influence. 

Charlotte eagerly promised him the greatest, and he 
gave her bis promise to go to work. 

What'a noble Quixote! How much 1 feel obliged to 
him ! How happy, when I may thank him ! 

He then pondered upon ways and means. He had 
already sounded my father: “ hut it is resolution,” he 
added, “not inclination. Dr, Burney wants.” After 
some further reflection, he then fixed upon a plan: 
will'set the Literary Club.upon him ! ” he cried : “ Miss 
Burney has some very true admirers there, and I am sure 
they will all eagerly assist. We will present him a peti¬ 
tion—an address.” 

Much more passed : Mr. Windham expressed a degree 
of interest and kindness so cordial, that Charlotte says 
she quite longed to shake hands with him; and if any 
success ever accrues, she certainly must do it. 

Frightened, however, after she returned home, she 
feared our dearest father might unfairly be overpowered, 
and frankly wrote him a recital of the whole, counselling 
him to see Mr. Windham in private before a meeting at 
the Club could take place. 

And now for a scene a little surprising. 

The beautiful chapel of St. George, repaired and 
finished by the best artists at an immense expense, which 
was now opened after a very long shutting up for its pre¬ 
parations, brought innumerable strangers to Windsor, 
and, among others, Mr. Boswell. 
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This 1 heard, in nfijr way to the chapel, from Mr. Tur¬ 
bulent, who overtook me, and mentioned having met Mr. 
Boswell at the Bishop of Carlisle’s the evening before. 
He proposed bringing him to call upon me; but this I 
declined, certain how little satisfaction would be given 
here by the entrance of a man so famous for compiling 
anecdotes. But yet I really wished to see him again, for 
old acquaintance sake, and unavoidable amusement from 
his oddity and good humour, as well as respect for the 
object of his constant admiration, my revered I)r. Johnson. 
I therefore told Mr. Turbulent 1 should be extremely glad 
to speak with him after the service was over. 

Accordingly, at the gate of the choir, Mr. Turbulent 
brought him to me. We saluted with mutual glee: bis 
comic-serious face and manner have lost nothing of their 


wonted singularity; nor yet have his mind and language, 
as you will soou confess. 

'^1 am extremely glad to see you indeed,” he cried, 
" but very sorry to see you here. My dear ma’am, why 
do you stay ?—it won’t do, ma’am! you must resign !— 
we can put up with it no longer. I told my good h 98 t 
the Bishop so last night; we are all grown quite out¬ 
rageous 1” 

Whether I laughed the most, or stared the most, I am 
at a loss to say; but 1 hurried away from the cathedral, 
not to have such treasonable declarations overheard, for 
we were surrounded by a multitude. 

He accompanied me, however, not losing one moment 
in cmitinuing his exhortations: ^^If you do not quit, 
ma’am, very soon, some violent measures, I assure you, 
will be taken. We shall address Dr. Burney in a 
I am ready to make the harangue myself. We 
stnijn fall upon him all at once.” 

I stopped him to inquire about Sir Joshua; he said he 
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saw him very often, and diat his spirits were very good. 
I asked about Mr. Burke’s book. ‘*0,” cried he, “it 
will come out next week: ’tis the first book in the world, 
except my own, and that’s coming out also very soon; 
only I want your help.” 

« My help?” 

“Yes, madam;, you must give me some of your choice 
little notes of the Doctor’s; we have seen him long 
enough upon stilts; 1 want to show him in a new light. 
Grave Sam, and great Sam, and solemn Sam, and learned 
Sam,—all these he has appeared over and over. Now I 
want to entwine a wreath of the graces across his brow; 
I want to show him as gay Sam, agreeable Sam, pleasant 
Sam; so you must help me with some of bis beautiful 
billets to yourself.” 

1 evaded this by declaring 1 had not any stores at 
hand. He proposed a thousand curious expedieuts to 
get at them, but 1 was invincible. 

Then 1 was hurrying on, lest I should be too late. He 
followed eagerly, and again exclaimed, “ But, ma’am, as 1 
tell you, tills won’t do—^you must resign off-hand! Why, 
I would farm you out myself for double, treble the 
money! I wish I had the regulation of such a farm,—^yet 
1 am no farmer-general. But I should like to farm you, 
and so I will tell Dr. Burney. I mean to address him; 1 
have a speech ready for the first opportunity.” 

He then told me his ‘ Life of Dr. Johnson’ was nearly 
printed, and took a proof-sheet out of his pocket to show 
me; with crowds passing and repasaing, knowing me well, 
and staring well at him: for we were now at the iron rails 
of the Queen s Lodge. 

I stopped; I could not ask him In: I saw he expected 
it, and was reduced to apologise, and tell him 1 must 
attend the Queen immediately. 
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He uttered a^ia stronger and stronger exhortations 
for my retreat* accompanied by expressions >vhicb 1 was 
obliged to check in their bud. But finding he had no 
chance for entering, he stopped me again at the gate, and 
said he would read nse a part of his work. 

Tliere was no refusing this t and he began, with a letter 
of Dr. Johnson’s to himself. He read it in strong imita¬ 
tion of the Doctor’s manner, very well, and not carica¬ 
ture. But Mrs. Schwellenberg was at her window, a 
crowd was gathering to stand round the rails, aini the 
King and Queefi and Royal Family now approached from 
the Terrace. I made a rather quick apology, and, with 
a step as quick as my now weakened limbs have left in 
my power, I hurried to iny apartment. 

You may suppose I had inquiries enough, from all 
around, of "Who was the gentleman I was talking to at 
the rails?" And an injunction rather frank not to admit 
him beyond those limits. 

However, I saw him again the next morning, ip comtHg 
from early prayers, and be again renewed his remon¬ 
strances, and his petition for my letters of Dr. Johnson. 

1 cannot consent to print private letters, even of a man 
so justly celebrated, when addressed to myself; no, 1 
shall hold sacred those revered and but too scarce testi¬ 
monies of the high honour his kindness conferred upon 
me. One letter 1 have from.him that is a masterpiece 
of elegance and kindness united. ’Twas his last. 

November. —This month will be very brief of annals; 
1 -was so ill, so unsettled, so unhappy during every day, 
tl^t I kept not a memorandum. 

the short benefit I had received from the bark was 
now at an end: languor, feverish nights, and restless days 
were, jncessant. My memorial was always in my mind ; 
my courage never rose to bringing it from my letter-case. 
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Yet the war was over, tlie hope of a ship for my brother 
demolished, and my health required a change of life. 

The Queen was all graciousness; and her favour and 
contideiice and smiles redoubled my difficulties. I saw 
she hud no suspicion but that I was hers for life; and, 
unimportant as I felt myself to her, in any comparison 
with those for whom I quitted her, I yet knew not how to 
give her the unpleasant surprise of a resignation for which 
I saw her wholly unprepared. 

It is true, iiiy depression of spirits and extreme altera¬ 
tion of person might have operated as a preface; fori 
saw no one, except my Royal Mistress and Mrs. Schwel- 
lenberg, who noticed not the change, or who failed to 
pity and question me upon my health and my fatigues: 
but as they alune saw it not, or mentioned it not, that 
afforded me no resource. .\ud thus, with daily inten¬ 
tion to present my petition and conclude this struggle, 
night always returned with the eSbrt unmade, and the 
watchful morning afose fresh to new purposes that seemed 
only formed for demolition. And the month expired as 
it began, with a desire the most strenuous of liberty and 
peace, combated by reluctance unconquerable to give 
pain, displeasure, or distress to my very gracious Royal 
Mistress. 

For the rest, all I can mention is'in black unison: 
the loss of our very amiable cousin, one of the first and 
greatest favourites of our earliest life, and the affliction 
of all his disconsolate family. This was the sadly prin¬ 
cipal event of this sadly wearing month. 

Poor Dr. Lort too now breathed his last, from a terrible 
accident of an overturn in a carriage. 

The worthy and every way meriting Mr. Thomas Willis 
has'succeeded him as prebendary of St Paul’s. 
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MUs Bumey to Mrs. -. 

November 23rdj '90. 

« ♦ 4t « « 

I own myself entirely of Mrs. Montagu’s opinion 
about Mr. Burke’s book; it is the noblest, deepest, most 
animated, and exalted work that I think 1 have ever 
read. 1 am charmed to hear its eloge from Mrs. Mon¬ 
tagu ; it is a tribute to its excellence which reflects 
high honour on her own candour, as she was one 
of those the most vehemently irritated against its author 
but a short time since. How can man, with all his 
inequalities, be so little resembling to himself at dif¬ 
ferent periods as this man ? He is all ways a prodigy, 
—in fascinating talents and incomprehensible inconsist¬ 
encies. 

When I read, however, such a book as this, I am apt 
to imagine the whole of such a being must be right, as 
well as the parts, and that the time may come when the 
mists which obscure the motives on incentives to those 
actions and proceedings which seem incongruous may be 
chased away, and we may find the internal intention 
had never been faulty, however ill appearances had sup¬ 
ported any cimm to right Have you yet read it? You 
will find it to require so deep and so entire an attention, 
that perhaps you may delay it till in more established 
health j but read it you will, and with an admiration you 
cannot often feel excited. 

We do not expect to go to town till a day or two before 
the birthday, the 19th of January: would that time suit 

my dear M-Indeed I would not for the world it 

^uld be deferred any later; and that time will suit me, 
I believe, as well as any part of the year. You know 
tbe uncertainty of all things here. F. B. 
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Decbmdbr. —Leaving a little longer in the lurch the 
late months, let me endeavour to give to my beloved 
friends some account of this conclusion of the year while 
yet in being. 

My loss of health was now so notorious, that no part 
of the house could wholly avoid acknowledging it; yet 
was the terrible picquet the catastrophe of every evening, 
though frequent pains in my side forced me, three or four 
times in a game, to creep to my own room for hartshorn 
and for rest. And so weak and faint I was become, that 
1 was compelled to put my head out into the air, at all 
hours, and in all weathers, from time to time, to recover 
the power of breathing, which seemed not seldom almost 
withdrawn. 

Her Majesty was very kind during this time, and the 
Princesses interested themselves about me with a sweet¬ 
ness very grateful to me; indeed, the whole household 
showed compassion and regard, and a general opinion 
that 1 was fnlling into a decline ran through the esta¬ 
blishment. Miss Plaota was particularly attentive and 
active to afford me help and advice; Mdlle. Montmol- 
lio’s eyes glistened when we met; Miss Goldsworthy 
declared she thought my looks so altered as scarcely to 
be known again; Lady Elizabeth Waldegrave enjoined 
me earnestly to ask leave for respite and recruit, lest the 
Queen should lose me entirely by longer delay; Miss 
Gomme honestly protested she thought it became a folly 
to struggle on any longer against strength and nature; 
Mr. De Luc was so much struck with the change as to 
tell the Queen herself that a short and complete retire¬ 
ment from attendance seemed essential to my restoration; 
and even Mr. Turbulent himself called one day upon me, 

counselled me to resign at once, for, in my 
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present state, a life such as that I led was enough to 
destroy me. 

Thus there seemed about my little person n universal 
commotion; and it spread much further, amongst those 
1 have never or slightly mentioned. You will not, there¬ 
fore, be surprised to hear that my true and faithful friend 
Mrs. De Luc partook so largely in the general alarm as to 
come to me, with her kind eyes oveiHowing with tears, 
to entreat tne, without the risk of farther delay, to rcliu' 
quish a situation of which the fatigue would else prove 
fatal to me. There seemed, indeed, but one opinion, 
that resignation of place or of life was the only remaining 
alternative. 

There seemed now no time to he lost; when 1 saw my 
dear father he recommended to me to be speedy, and my 
mother was very kind in urgency for immediate measures. 
1 could not, however, summon courage to present my 
memorial; my heart always failed me, from seeing the 
Queen’s entire freedom from such an expectation; for 
though 1 was frequently so ill in her presence that I could 
hardly stand, I saw she concluded me, while life remained, 
inevitably hers. 

Finding my inability unconquerable, I at length de- 
termiued upon consultiug Mr. Francis. 1 wrote to 
Charlotte a faithful and minute account of invself, with 
all my attacks—cough, pain in the side, weakness, sleep¬ 
lessness, &c.—at full length, and begged Mr. Francis's 
opinion how I must proceed. Very kindly he wrote di¬ 
rectly to my father, exhorting instantaneous resignation, 
as all that stood before me to avert some dangerous ma- 
. lady. 

ilie dear Charlotte at the same time wrote to me con¬ 
juring my prompt retreat with the most affecting earnest¬ 
ness. 
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Tlie uneasiness that preyed upon my spirits iii a task 
so difficult to perform for myself, joined to my daily de¬ 
clension in health, was now so apparent, that, though 
I could go no farther, 1 paved the way for an opening, 
by owning jo the Queen that Mr. Francis had been con¬ 
sulted upon my health. 

The Queen now frequently inquired concerning his 
answer; but ns I knew he had written to my father, 1 
deferred giving the result till I bad had a final conference 
with that dear parent. I told Her Majesty my father 
would show me the letter when I saw him. 

This I saw raised for the first time a surmise that 
something was in agitation, though I am certain the sus¬ 
picion (lid not exceed an expectation that leave would be 
requested for a short absence to recruit. 

My dearest father, all kindness and goodness, yet all 
alarm, thought time could never be more favourable; 
and when next I saw him at Chelsea, I wrote a second 
memorial to enclose the original one. 

With a beating heart, and every pulse throbbing, I re¬ 
turned thus armed to the Queen’s house. 

Mrs. Schwellenberg sent for roe to her room. I could 
hardly articulate a word to her. My agitation was so 
great that I was compelled to acknowledge something 
veiy awful was impending in my affairs, and to beg she 
would make no present inquiries. 

1 had not meaut to employ her ia the business, nor to 
name it to her, but I was too much disturbed for conceal¬ 
ment or evasion. 

She seemed really sorry, and behaved whh a humanity 
lhad not had much reason to expect 

I spent a terrible time till I went to the Queen at night, 
spiriting myself up for my task, and yet finding appre¬ 
hension gain ground every moment. 
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Mrs. Schwellenbei^ bad already been some time with 
Her Majesty when 1 was summoned. I am sure she had 
already mentioned the little she had gathered. I could 
hardly perform my cnstomary offices from excess of tre¬ 
pidation. The Queen looked at me with the most inqui¬ 
sitive solicitude. When left with her a moment I tried 
vainly to make an opening; 1 could not. Slie was too 
much impressed herself by my manner to wait long. She 
soon inquired what answer had arrived from Mr. Francis ? 

That he could not, I said, prescribe at a distance. 

1 hoped this would be understood, and said no more. 
The Queen looked much perplexed, but made no answer. 

The next mornins 1 was half dead with real illness, ex- 
cessive nervousness, and the struggle of what I had to force 
myself to perform. The Queen again was struck with 
my appearance, which I believe indeed to have been 
shocking. When I was alone with her, she began upon 
Mr. Francis with more inquiry. I then tried to articulate 
that I had something of deep consequence to myself to 
lay before Her Majesty; but that I was so unequal in my 
weakened state to speak it, that I had ventured to com¬ 
mit it to writing, and entreated permission to produce it. 

She could hardly hear me, yet understood enough to 
give immediate consent. 

1 then begged to know if I might present it myself, or 
whether 1 should give it to Mrs. Schwellenberg. 

** O, to me! to me!” she cried, with kind eagerness. 

She added, however, not then, as she was going to 
breakfast. 

This done was already some relief, terrible as was all 
that remained; but I now knew I must go on, and that 
all my fears and horrors were powerless to stop me. 

This was a drawing-room day. I saw the King at St. 
James’s, and he made the most gracious inquiries about 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 


1790] 



my health: so did each of the Princesses. I found they 
were now all aware of its failure. 

The Queen proposed to me to see Dr. Gisbume: the 
King seconded the proportion. There was no refusing ; 
yet, just now, it was distressing to comply. 

The next morning, Friday, when again 1 was alone 
with the Queen, she named the subject, and told me she 
would rather I should give the paper to the Sciiwellen- 
berg, who had been lamenting to her my want of confi¬ 
dence in her, and saying I confided and told everything 
to the Queen. “ I answered," continued Her Majesty, 

that you were always very good ; but that, with regard 
to confiding, you seemed so happy with alt your family, 
and to live so well together, that there was nothing to 
say." 

I now perceived Mrs. Schwellenberg suspected some 
dissension at home was the cause of my depression. I 
was sorry not to deliver my memorial to the principal 
person, and yet glad to have it to do where 1 felt so much 
less compunction in giving pain. 

I now desired an audience of Mrs. Schwellenberg. 
With what trembling agitation did I deliver her my paper, 
requesting her to have the goodness to lay it at the feet 
of the Queen before Her Majesty left town! We were 
then to set out for Windsor before twelve o’clock. Mrs. 
Schwellenberg herself remained in town. 

Here let me copy the membriai. 


httwhly presented to Her Majesty. 

Madam, 

With the deepest sense of your Majesty’s good* 
ness and condescension, amounting even to sweetness— 
to kindness—who can wonder I should never have been 
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able to say what I know not how to write—that I find 
my strength and health iinequ^ to my duty ? 

Satisfied that I have regularly been spared and fa¬ 
voured by your Majesty’s humane consideration to the 
utmost, I could never bring myself to the painful con¬ 
fession of my secret disquietude; but 1 have long felt 
creeping upon me a languor, n feebleness, that makes, at 
times, the roost common attendance a degiee of capital 
pain to me, and an exeilion that I could scarce have 
made, but for the revived alacrity with which your Ma¬ 
jesty’s constant graciousness has inspired me, and would 
still, I believe, inspire me, even to my latest hour, while 
in your Majesty’s immediate presence. 1 kept this to 
myself while I thought it might wear away,—or, at least, 
I only communicated it to obtain some medical advice: 
but the weakness, though it comes only in fits, has of 
late so much increased, that I have hardly known how, 
many days, to keep myself about—or to rise in the 
morning, or to stay up at night. 

At length, however, as my constitution itself seems 
slowly, yet surely, giving way, my father became alarmed. 

I must not enter, here, upon his mortification and dis- 
appointment: the health and preservation of his daugh¬ 
ter could alone be more precious to him than your Ma¬ 
jesty’s protection. 

With my own feelings upon the subject it would ill 
become me to detain your Majesty, and the less, as 1 am 
folly sensible my place, in point of its real business, may 
easily be fur better supplied;—in point of sincere devo¬ 
tion to your Majesty, 1 do not so readily yield. I can 
Qply, therefore, most humbly entreat that your Majesty 
will deign to accept from my father and myself the most 
dutiful acknowledgments for the uniform benignity so 
graciously shown to me during the whole of my attend- 
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ance. My father had originaDy been ap^ehensiye of 
my iuability. with regard to strength, for sustamiog any 
but the indulgence of a domestic life : but your Majesty’s . 
justice and liberality will make every allowance,for the 
flattered feelings of a parent’s heart, which could not eti> 
dure, untried, to relinquish for his daughter so high an 
honour as a personal office about your Majesty. 

I dare not, Madam, presume to hope that your Ma¬ 
jesty's condescension will reach to the smallest degree of 
concern at parting with me; but permit me, Madam, 
humbly, earnestly, and fervently, to solicit that I may 
not be deprived of the mental benevolence of your Ma¬ 
jesty, which so thankfully 1 have experienced, and so 
gratefully must for ever remember. 

That every blessing, every good, may light upon your 
Majesties here, and await a future and happier period 
hereafter, will be always amongst the first prayers of. 

Madam, 

Your Majesty's 
Ever devoted, ever grateful. 

Most attached, and most dutiful 
Subject and sen’mit, 

Fuakces Buknky. 

With this, though written so long ago, I only wrote an 
explanatory note to accompany it, which I will ^so 
copy:— 

Madam, 

May I yet humbly presume to entreat your Ma¬ 
jesty’s patience for a few added lines, to say that tlie 
address which I now most respectfully lay at your Ma¬ 
jesty’s feet was drawn up two months ago, when first I 

VOL. V. N 
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felt BO extreme a weakoess as to render the smallest ex¬ 
ertion a futigue ? While 1 waited, however, for firmness 
. to present it, 1 took the bark, and found myself, for some 
time,-so,mucfa amended, that I put it aside, and my father, 
perceiving me better, lost bis anxious uneasiness for my 
tryii^ a new mode of life. But the good effect has, of 
late, so wholly failed, that an entire change of air and 
manner of living are strongly recommended as the best 
chance for restoring my shattered health. We hold it, 
therefore, a point of the grateful duty we owe to your 
Majesty's goodness and graciousness, to make this melan¬ 
choly statement at once, rather than to stay till absolute 
incapacity might disable me from offering one small but 
sincere tribute of profound respect to your Majesty,— 
the only one in my power—that of continuing the high 
honour of attending your Majesty, till your Majesty’s 
own choice, time, and convenience nominate a successor. 

Mrs. Scbwellenberg took it, and promised me her ser¬ 
vices, but desired to know its contents. I begged vainly 
to be excused speaking them. Sbe persisted, and I then 
. was compelled to own they contained my resignation. 

How aghast she lookedl—how inflamed with wrath!— 
how petrified with astoaishraent! It was truly a dreadful 
mon^Dt to me. 

Sbe expostulated qn such a step, as if it led to destruc¬ 
tion : sbe offered to save me from it, as if the peace of 
my life depended on averdng it; and she menaced me 
.with its bad consequences, as if life itself, removed from 
these walls, would become an evil. 

I plainly recapitulated the suffering state in wbi<^ I 
had lived for the last three months; the difficulty with 
which I bad waded through evro the most common fa- 
tignes of the day; the constraint of attendwce, however 
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honourable, to an invalid; and the impracticability of 
pursuing such a life, when thus enfeebled, with the small¬ 
est chance of ever recovering the health and strength 
which it had demolished. 

To all this she began a vehement eulugium on the su¬ 
perior happiness and blessing of my lot, while under such 
a protection; and angrily exhorted me not to forfeit what 
I could never regain. 

I then frankly begged her to forbear so painful a dis¬ 
cussion, and toW her the memorial was from my father 
as welt as myself—'that I had no right or authority to 
hesitate in delivering it—that the Queen iierself was pre¬ 
pared to expect it—and that I had promised my father not 
to go again to Windsor till it was presented. 1 entreated 
her, therefore, to have the goodness to show it at once. 

This was unanswerable, and she left me with the 
paper in her hand, slowly conveying it to iU place of des¬ 
tination. 

Just as she was gone, I was called to Dr. Gisbume ; 
or, rather, without being called, 1 found him in my room, 
as I returned to it. 

Think if my mind, now, wanted not medicine the most! 
I told him, however, my corporeal complaints; and he 
ordered me opium and three glasses of wine in the day, 
and recommended rest to me, and an application to retire 
to my friends for some weeks, as freedom from anxiety 
was as necessary to my restoration as freedom from at¬ 
tendance. 

During this consultation I was called to Mrs. Schwel- 
. Do you think 1 breathed as I went along ?— 

She received me, nevertheless, with complacency and 
smiles; she began a laboured panegyric of her own 
friendly zeal and goodness, and then said she had a pro- 

N 2 


lenberg 

No! 



180 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part IV. 


posal to make me, ^hich she consiilered as the most For¬ 
tunate turn my affairs could take, and as a proof that I 
should find her the best friend I had in the world. She 
then premised that she had shown tlie paper,—that the 
Queen had read.it, und said it was very modest, and no¬ 
thing improper. 

Her proposal was, that I should have leave of absence 
for si.'C weeks, to go about and change the air, to Chelsea, 
and Norbury Park, and Capitan Phillips, and Mr. Fran¬ 
cis, and Mr. Cambrick. which would^ct me quite well; 
and, during that time, she would engage Mile. Mont- 
moUin to perform my office. 

I WHS much disturbed at this; and though rejoiced and 
relieved to understand that the Queen had read my me¬ 
morial without displeasure, 1 was grieved to see it was not 
regarded as final. 1 only replied I would communicate 
her plan to my father. 

Soon after this we set out for Windsor. 

Here the first presenting myself before the Queen was 
a task the lieaviest, if possible, of any. Yet I was ill 
enough, Heaven knows, to carry the apology of my retreat 
in iny countenance. However, it was a terrible effort. 
I could hardly enter her room. She spoke at once, and 
with infinite softness, asking me how I did after my 
journey? "Not well, indeed,” I simply answered. “But 
better ? ” she cried; " are you not a little better ? ” 

I only shook my head j I believe the rest of my frame 
shook without my aid. 

What! not a little ?—not a little bit better ? '* she 
cried, in the most soothing voice. 

“ To-day, ma’am,*’ I said, ** 1 did indeed not expect to 
be better.” 

I then muttered something, indistinctly enough, of^e 
pain I had suffered in what 1 had done: she opened, hew- 
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ever, upon another subject immediately, and no more was 
said upon this. But she was kind, and sweet, and gentle, 
and all consideration with respect to my attendance. 

I wrote the proposal to my poor father. 1 received, 
by return of post, the most truly tender let^r he ever 
wrote me. He returns thanks for the clemency with 
which my melancholy memorial has been received, and 
is truly sensible of the high honour shown me in the new 
proposition; but he sees niy health so impaired, my 
strength so decayed, my whole frame so nearly demo¬ 
lished, tliat he apprehends anything short of a perma* 
nent resignation, that would ensure lasting rest and re¬ 
cruit, might prove fatal. He quotes a letter from Mr. 
IVancis, containing his opinion that I must even be 
speedy in my retiring, or risk the utmost danger; and he 
finishes a letter filled with gratitude towards the Queen, 
and affection to his daughter, with his decisive opinion 
that I cannot go on, and his prayers and blessings on my 
retreat.' 

The term "speedy,” in Mr. Francis's opinion, deterred 
me from producing this letter, as it seemed indelicate and 
unfair to hurry the Queen, after offering her the fullest 
time. I therefore waited till Mrs. Schwelleuberg came 
to Windsor before 1 made any report of my answer. 

A scene almost horrible ensued, when I told Cerbera 
the ofier was declined. She was too much enraged for 
disguise, and uttered the most furious expressions of in¬ 
dignant contempt at our proceedings. I am sure she 
would gladly have confined us both in the Bastile, had 
England such a misery, as a fit place to bring us to our¬ 
selves, from a daring so outrageous against impoiial 
wishes. 

For the rest of this gloomy month and gloomy year, a 
few detached paragraphs must suffice. 
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Mr. Turbulent^ as I have told yda, won now all my 
good will by a visit in this my sinking and altered state^ 
in which, with very unaffected friendliness, he counselled 
and exhorted me to resign my office, in order to secure 
my recovey. 

He related to me, also, bis own most afflicting stoiy'— 
his mortifications, disappointments, and ilUtreatment; 
and perhaps my concern for his injuries contributed to 
his complete restoration in my good will. 

Another confidence soon followed, of a sort far more 
pleasant: my good friend 'Port m'konneur, —Mile. Mont- 
mollin,—informed me of her engagements with M. 
d’JCspere-en-Dieu, and with her hopes of his speedily 
coming over to England to claim her, and carry her to 
his chateau en Languedoc. I sincerely wish her happy, 
aod her prospects wear nil promise of her fulfilling my 
wish. Adieu, my dear friends! 

Adieu—undear December ! 

Adieu—and away for ever, most painful 1790 \ 
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Miss Bumcy io Dr. Burney. 

January, 1791. 

Most dkar Sir, —I Imd no opportuiiily to put in 
prnctice my plan of the montre. I found, by circum- 
stauces, a full expectation of some conceding nnd relent- 
ing plan to follow my Chelsea visit. A blank disappoint- 
meot sat on die face 1 revere; a sharper austeriiy on 
that I shrink from. 

Comfortless enough (his went on till this morn : an 
incident then occurred that enabled me to say I had 
shown the montre io you.—“ And how does he like it?” 
I was asked, very gently. “ It made him, as me, almost 
melancholy,” was my true answer. It was felt and un¬ 
derstood instantly. But you must not encourage me¬ 
lancholy thoughts,” was very benignly spoken. This has 
revived me—I was drooping; and I am not much better in 
my strength for this suspensive state! Yet, I trust, 1 am 
now finally comprehended, and that we are mutually be¬ 
lieved to be simple and single in what is proposed, and, 
'consequently, steady and unalterable. 

Adieu, dearest of dear pailres !—^This is the sum total 
of all: the detail must await our meeting ; and we do 
not go to town till the day before the birthday.—^VVhat 
a harry it will be! 

1 was asked what 1 had bought for the birthday? 
^hat, therefore is of course expected I 
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Well; “ God’s above all,”—as you love to quote; so 
1 must keep up my spirits with tliat. • 

I thank Heaven, there was much softness in the man* 
ner of naming you this moniing. 1 see no ill-will mixed 
with the reluctance; which much consoles me. I do 
what is possible to avoid all discussion; 1 see its 
danger still so glaring. How could 1 resist, should the 
Queen condescend to desire, to ask, that I would yet try 
another year?—and another year would but be use¬ 
lessly demolishing me; for never could I explain to her 
that u situation which unavoidably casts all my leisure 
into the presence of Mrs. Schwellenberg must necessa¬ 
rily be subversive of my benlth, because incompatible 
with my pence, ray ease, my freedom, my spirits, and my 
aftections. The Queen is probably kept from any sus¬ 
picion of the true nature of the case, by Uie praises of 
Mrs. Schwellenberg, who, with all her asperity and per¬ 
secution, is uncommonly partial to my society ; because, 
in order to relieve myself from sullen gloom, or appa¬ 
rent dependency, 1 generally make uiy best exertions to 
appear gay and chatty; for when 1 can do this, she for¬ 
bears both rudeness and imperiousness. She then, 1 have 
reason to believe, says to the Queen, as I know she does 
to some others, “ The Bernan bin reely agribbleand 
the Queen, not knowing the incitement that forces my 
elaborate and painful efforts, may suppose 1 am lively at 
heart, when she hears I am so iu discourse. And there is 
no developing this without giving the Queen the se¬ 
verest embarrassment as well as chagrin. I would not 
turn informer for the world. Mrs. Schwellenberg, too, 
with all her faults, is heart and soul devoted to herlloyal 
A^istress, with the truest faith and loyalty. I hold, there¬ 
fore, silence on this subject to be a sacred duty. To 
return to you, my dearest padre, is the only road that is 
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open for my return to strength and comfort, bodily and 
mental. I an inexpressibly grateful to the Queen, but 
I burn to be delivered from Mrs. Schwellenberg, and I 
pine to be again in the arms of my padre. 

Most dear Sir, your F.B. 


You may suppose my recovery was not much forwarded 
by a ball given at the Castle on TweIfth*Day. The 
Queen condescended to say that I might go to bed, and 
she would content herself with the wardrobe-woman, in 
consideration of my weak state; but then she exhorted 
me not to make it known to the Schwellenberg, who 
would be quite wretched at such a thing. 

I returned my proper thanks, but declined the propo¬ 
sal, so circumstanced, assuring Her Majesty that it would 
make me wretched to have an indulgence that could 
produce an impropriety which would make Mrs. Schwel¬ 
lenberg so through my means. 

And DOW to enliven a little: what will you give me, 
fair ladies, for a copy of verses written between the 
Queen of Great Britain and your most small little 
Journalist ? 

The morning of the ball the Queen sent for me, and 
said she bad a fine pair of old-fashioned gloves, white, 
with stiff tops and a deep gold fringe, which she meant 
to send to her new Master of the Horse, Lord Harcourt, 
who was to be at the dance. She w'isbed to convey them 
in a copy of verses, of which she had composed three 
lines, but could not get on. She told me her ideas, and 
I had the honour to help her in the metre; and now I 
have the honour to copy them from her own Royal 
hand 
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To the Earl of Hareourt. 

Go, happy gloves, bedeck Earl Rarcourt's hand, 

And let him know they come from fuiy-land, 

Where ancient customs still retain their reign ; 

To modernize them all attempts were vaiu. 

Go, cries Queen Mab. some noble owner seek. 

Who has a proper taste for the antique. 

Now, no criticising, fair ladies!—the assistant was nei> 
ther allowed a pen nor a moment, but called upon to 
help tinish, as she might have been to hand a fan. The 
Earl, you may suppose, was sufficiently enchanted. 

How, or by whom, or by what instigated, I know not, 
but 1 heard that the newspapers, this winter, had taken 
up the cause of my apparent seclusion from the world, 
and dealt round comments and lamentations profusely. 

1 heard of (his with much concern. 

* • * * * 

1 have now nothing worth scribbling before my ter¬ 
rible illness, beginning about four o’clock in tbe morn¬ 
ing of the day preceding the Queen's birthday : and of 
that, and its various adventures, you, my kind and tender 
nurses, are fully apprised. 

February. —This montli, my dearest Susanna, has no 
memorial but iu niy heart; which amply you supplied 
with never-dying materials for recollection. 

March. —^And here may I gratefully say ditto, ditto, 
ditto, to the above three lines, inserting the name of 
my kindest, dearest Frederica. 

April. —Now, though I have kept memorandums 
since the departure of my dear Fredy, they are not chro¬ 
nological, and therefore you must pardon the omission 
of my former regularity. 

*••••• 

In the course of this month I bad two conferences 
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with my Royal Mistress upon tny resignation, in which 
I spoke with all possible openness upon its necessity. 
She condescended to speak very honourably of my dear < 
father to me; and, in a long discourse upon my altered 
health with Mrs. De Ltic, she still further condescended 
to speak most graciously of his daughter, saying, in par- 
ticular, these strong words, in answer to something kind 
uttered by that good friend in my favour; “O, as to 
character, she is what we call in German ' true as gold 
and, in point of heart, there is not, all the world over, 
one better”—and added something further upon sincerity 
very forcibly. This makes me very happy. 

She deigned, also, in one of these conferences, to con¬ 
sult with me openly upon my successor, stating lierdifR- 
culties, and making me enumerate various requisites. It 
would be dangerous, she said, to build upon meeting in 
England with one who would be discreet in point of 
keeping off friends and acquaintances from frequenting 
the palace; and she graciously implied much com* 
mendation of my discretion, in her statement of what 
feared from a new person. 

This Easter we lost from our house-establishment 
Lady Elizabeth Waldegrave; her sister, Lady Caroline, 
and Lady Mary Howe, are united to supply her place, 
which required more attendance than could reasonably 
be expected from one. Lady Elizabeth is amiable and 
gentle and sensible; I wish her happy; j^pd as she loves 
show and grandeur, and I believe was extremely worn by 
her attendance, perhaps Lord Cardigan’s fondness and 
munificence joined may obliterate in her consideration 
his roughness of manner. 

Sunday, May 1st, to Saturday, May 7th. —I feel 
happy an thgse Ihtie occasions, so seldom occurring, of 



OF THE AUTHOR OP EVELINA. 


189 


1791] 


calling to mind my existence in the bosoms of those 
friends from whom my long absence might else banish 
it, or, at least, incline a belief Uiat 1 had myself lost alt 
care about them. 

My sweet Fredy afforded me opportunities of this 
kind, in the frame pattern for roses which she left me for 
Mrs. Garrick. I wailed some time in hopes of convey¬ 
ing it through Mrs. Ord; but, that scheme failing, I en¬ 
closed it in a letter to Mrs. Garrick, in which I expressed 
my obligation to my Fredy for thus enabling me to lay 
claim to her continued kindness, by reminding her that 
what in me she had excited was unabated. 

1 had an answer from Miss More, written at the re¬ 
quest of Mrs. Garrick; very affectionate indeed, full of 
thunks to my dear Mrs. Lock, nml professing ail 1 could 
wish for myself. Miss More adds the strongest ex¬ 
pressions of her own regard, and the most flattering 
solicitude about the bad state of my health. 

That dear and valuable Mrs. Ord will now very rarely 
come near me. She fears suspicion of influencing my 
proceedings. I assured her, as I did Miss Cambridge, 
how clear 1 had kept all manner of people from any in¬ 
volvement. 

A most kind plan she has since formed, which still 
remains unfixed: this is to take me on a tour with her, 
for the effect of gentle travelling and change of air, this 
summer; and she said she would put the map of England 
in my hand, if I agreed to her scheme, and make me 
mark our route myself. Her goodness is indeed of the 
most genuine worth and sincerity, and I love her now as 
much as I have respected her always. What a treasure 
is such a friend 1 one who has grown in my esteem and 
affection by every added year of intimacy! In this first 
—tins essence of human happiness, how peculiar has 
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been my loti and how has it softened all other bitter 
ingredients in it I 

Ab no notice whatever was taken, all this time, of my 
successor, or my retirement, after very great harass of 
suspense, and sundry attempts to conquer it, I had at 
length again a conference with my Royal Mistress. She 
was evidently displeased at again being called upon, but 
I took the courage to openly remind her that the birth¬ 
day was her Majesty’s own time, and that my father con¬ 
ceived it to be the period of my attendance by her 
especial appointment. And this was a truth which 
dashed its own conviction on her recollection. She 
paused, and then, assentingly, said, Certainly.” 1 then 
added, that as, after the birthday, their Majesties went 
to Windsor, and tlie early prayers began immediately, I 
must needs confess 1 felt myself wholly unequal to en> 
countering the fatigue of rising for them in my present 
weakened state. She was now very gracious again, con¬ 
scious all this was fair and true. She told me her own 
embarrassments concerning the successor, spoke confi¬ 
dentially of her reasons for not engaging an English¬ 
woman, and acknowledged a person was fixed upon, 
though something yet remained unairanged. She gave 
me, however, to understand that all would be expedited: 
and foreign letters were despatched, I know, imme¬ 
diately. 

This painful task over, of thus frequently reminding 
my Royal Mistress that my services were ending, I grew 
easier. She renewed, in a short time, ell her old coufi- 
'SUbep and social condescension, and appeared to treat 
■ me with no other alteration than a visible regret that 1 
should quit her—shown rather than avowed, or much 
indeed it would have distressed me. 

Mre. Schwellenberg was now invariable in kindness; 
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but with regard to my servants^ 1 could obtain no other 
satififactioii than that they must each have a month's 
wages, as Her Majesty would not consent to making my 
resignation known. William, she told me, might pro-> 
bably become the footman of my successor; poor little 
Goter has little chance! and I fear it will be a real tra> 
gedy when ■ she knows her doom. She now improves 
daily, and 1 am quite sorry for her. 

From Sunday, May 8th, to May 15th. —1 have 
again been very unwell—low, faint, and feeble. The 
sweet Princess Elizabeth has taken an animated interest 
about me; 1 have been prescribed for by Mrs. De Luc, 
and her Royal Highness has insisted on my performance 
of injunctions. Miss Flanta has also been extremely 
friendly and assisting. 

• *•••• 

From Sunday, May IbTii, to Sunday, May 22nd. 
—The trial of tlie poor persecuted Mr. Hastings being 
now again debating and arranging for continuance, all 
our house, 1 found, expected me now to come forth, and 
my Royal Mistress and Mrs. Schwellenberg thqugbt 1 
should .find it irresistible. Indeed it nearly was so, from 
my anxious interest in the approaching defence; but 
when I considered the- rumours likely to be raised after 
my retreat, by those terrifying watchers of court transac¬ 
tions who inform the public of their conjectures, I dreaded 
the probable assertion that 1 must needs be disgusted 
or dbcontented, for health could not be the true motive 
of my resignation, since 1 was in public just before it 
took place. 1 feared, too, that even those who promoted 
the enterprise might reproach me with my ability to do 
what I wished. These considerations determined me to 
run no voluntary risks; especially as I should so ill know 
how to parry Mr. Windham, should he now attack me 
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i^n a .Bttlyect concerniog t?hich be merits tbaoks so 
Qobl;, lhat I am aatlsBed my next interview with him 
must draw them forth from me. Justice, satisfaction in 
bis exertions, and gratitude for their spirited willingness, 
all call upon me to give him that poor return. The danger 
of. it, however, now, is too great to be tried, if avoidable: 
and I had far rather avoid seeing him, than either gratify 
myself by expressing my sense of his kindness, or unjustly 
withhold from him what I think of it. 

These considerations determined me upon relinquishing 
all public places, and all private visits, for the present. 

The trial, however, was delayed, and the Handelian 
commemoration came on. My beloved Mr. and Mrs. 
Lock will have told my Susan my difficulties in this busi¬ 
ness, and 1 will now tell all three how they ended. 

The Queen, unexpectedly, having given me a ticket, 
and enjoined me to go the first day, tliat I might have 
longer time to recruit against the King's birthday, I be¬ 
came, as you will hare heard, much distressed what course 
to pursue. 

1 took the first moment I was alone with Her Majesty 
to express roy father's obligation to her for not sufi'ering 
me to sit up on her owu birthday, in this week, and 1 
besought her permission to lay before her ray father’s 
motives for hitherto wishing me to keep quiet this spring, 
as well as my own, adding I was sure Her Majesty would 
benignly wish this business to be done as peaceably and 
unobserved as possible. 

She looked extremely earnest, and bid me proceed. 

I then briefly stated that whoever had the high honour 
belonging to their Majesties were liable to comments 
jiipwv. all their actions; that, if the comment was only 
fonnd^ in truth, we had nothing to fear, but that, as the 
world was much less addicted to veracity than to mis* 
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chief, roy fHther and myself had an trqaal f^ip^eHsion 
that, if I«hould DOW be seen in public 6o quid^ybefow 
the impentfing change} reports might be spread, as sotiRi 
as I went home, that it could not be for health I*resigned> 

She listened Aery attentively and graciously, and ib-^ 
stantly acquiesced, giving me the ticket for my own dis> 
posal, and another for little Sarah, who was to have 
accompanied me. The other,'thererore, 1 gave to James. 
And thus ended, most favourably, this dilemma. 

My dear Fredy will have mentioned the circumstances 
of the Queen's real birthday, and her insistauce that 'I 
should not sit up for the ball, and the most kind inter' 
ference of the King to prevent my opposing her order, 
in which all the three elder Princesses joined, with looks 
of benevolent delight that I should thus be spared aii 
exertion for which 1 was really most unequal. This once, 
therefore, the Queen had only Mrs. Thielky, and I had 
an admirable night's repose and recruit—ment unplea" 
santly, however, circumstanced by the consciousness it 
was deemed a high impropriety. 1 told the Queen 
afterwards that, though 1 was most sensible of her gracious 
consideration in sparing me a fatigue which I believed 
would wholly have overpowered me, I yet never more 
thoroughly felt the necessity of my retreat, that my place 
might be supplied by one who could better perform its 
ofllce. She was not much pleased with this speech; but 
1 owed it to truth and justice, end could not repress it. 

From Sunday, 2*2no, to the end of Mat. —^Tliis 
Sunday, the birthday o( the lovely and amiable Princess 
Elizabeth, found me very ill agaia; but as I am that 
now very frequently, and always cotne round to the 
same state as before these little occasional attacks, I will 
leave them unipentioned, except where they hang to other, 
circumstances. 


VOL. V. 


o 



194 


DURY iJ40 TiETTEIlS 


[Part V. 


Poor Mr. Sioelt, who had spent his melancholy winter 
at Kew, with his two deserring danghters, Mrs. Cholmley 
and Mrs. Goullon, was now preparing to return, &r the 
summer,* to their dwellings in the north. It seemed a 
species of duty oii my part to acquaint him with my in¬ 
tended resignation, as he had been employed by Her 
Majesty to bring me the original proposition of the office: 
but I have no permission—the contrary, repeated ex¬ 
hortations to tell DO one ; and therefore, from the time 
the transaction has become the Queen’s, 1 have made no 
new confidence whatsoever. 

When the trial actually recommenced, the Queen grew 
anxious for my going to it: she condescended to intimate 
that my accounts of it were the most faithful and satis¬ 
factory she received, and to express much ill-will to 
giving them up. The motives I had mentioned, how¬ 
ever, were not merely personal; she could not but see 
any comments must involve more than myself, and there- 
fi)re I abided steadily by her first agreement to my ab¬ 
senting myself from nil public places, and only gently 
joined in her regret, which 1 forcibly enough felt in this 
instance, without venturing any offer of relinquishing 
the prudential plan previously arranged. She gave me 
tickets for Charles for, every day that the Hall was 
opened, and 1 collected what 1 could of information from 
him for her satisfaction. 

I had die pleasure, one evening at Chelsea, of meeting 
our ever-valued Mr. Twining, and seeing the justly re¬ 
nowned Haydn. 'Hiere was some sweet music of his 
. performed; but Esther, his best exhibitor, was not well, 
‘Aid we all missed her in all ways. 

I had a most friendly visit in my apartment from Dr. 
•WUHt, a man whom I as cordially like as 1 admire, and 
whose noble open heart is as worthy reverence as his 
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truiy original talents in his own art. He came to offer 
me his counsel for my health, telling me he really could 
not endure to see me look so wan and altered. 1 assured 
him very sincerely there was no medical advice 1 could 
receive in the whole world which would have such as* 
sistance with me from faith as his; but that, as 1 was (he 
formal and official patient of Dr. GUburne, I feared be 
would be much offended at my indulging my private 
opinion by changing my physician. 

Why, now, I really think,” cried he," which you’ll say 
is very vain, that 1 could cure you; and why should not 
we consult without his knowing it ? I give you my word 
1 would not offend any man; bnt you uiay take my 
word for it, for all that, I would affront all the college of 
doctors, and all the world beside, rather than not do you 
good if it is in my power.” 

When I thanked him for this exceeding kindness, which 
was uttered with a cordiality of manner that doubled its 
warnitb, he said, " Why, to tell you the truth, 1 dou*f' 
quite know how 1 could have got on at Kew, in the 
King’s illness, if it had not been for seeing you in a 
morning. - 1 assure you they worri^ me so, all round, 
one way or other, that 1 was almost ready to go off. Bnt 
you used to keep me up prodigioasly. Though, 1 give 
you my word, I was afraid sometimes to see you, with 
your good'humoured face, for all it helped me to keep 
up, because 1 did not know what to say to you, when 
things went bad, on account of vexing you.” 

He then examined me, and wrote me a prescription, 
and gave me directions, and told me 1 must write him 
word, into Lincolnshire, how his advice agreed. “ If*you 
were to do me the honour to send me a letter,” he. cried. 

I’ll assure you I should be very much pleased; but you 
would give me a very bad opinion of you, which would 

o 2 • 
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be no easy thing to do neither, if you were to offer me a 
fee, except it be a letter, and now don't be stingy of 
that.” 

1 trie^ his medicines, but they were too violent, and 
required rest and nursing; however, I really believe they 
will prove effectual. 

Queen'i Home, Loiidtin. 

June.— On the opening of this month Her Majesty 
told me that the next day Mr. Hastings was to make his 
defence, and warmly added, I would give the world you 
could go to it!” 

This was an expression so unusual in animation, that 
I instantly told her I would write to ray father, who could 
not possibly, in that case, hesitate. 

" Surely,” she cried, "you may wrap up, so as not to 
catch cold that once?” 

I told Her Majesty that, as my father had never thought 
going out would be really prejudicial to my health, he had 
only wished to have his motive laid fairly before Her 
Majesty, and then to leave it to her own command. 

Her Majesty accepted this mode of consent, and gave 
me tickets for Charles and Sarah to accompany me, and 
gave leave and another ticket for Mr. De Luc to be of 
the party. 

After this the Royal Family went to the Abbey, for 
which, also, the Queen graciously gave me a ticket for 
whom I pleased. 

Thursday, June 2nd.— I went once more to West¬ 
minster Hall. Charles and Sarah came not to their 
'^ime, and I left directions and tickets, and set off with 
only Mr. De Luc, to secure our own, and keep places 
for them. 

Tbe Hall was tiiore crowded than on any day since the 
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trial commenced, except the first Peers, commoners, 
and counsel, peeresses, commoneresses, and the numerous 
mdefinites crowded every part, with a just and fair curi¬ 
osity to hear one day’s defence, after seventy-three of 
accusation. 

Unfortunately 1 sat too liigh up to hear the opening, 
and when, afterwards, the departure of some of my ob¬ 
stacles removed me lower, I was just behind some of those 
unfeeling enemies who have not even the decorum due 
to themselves, of appearing to listen to what is offered 
against their own side. 1 could only make out that this 
great'and persecuted man, upon a plan all his own, and 
at a risk impossible to ascertain, was formally making his 
own defence, not with retaliating declamation, but by a 
simple, concise, and most interesting statement of facts, 
and of the necessities accompanying them iu the situa¬ 
tion to which the House then impeaching had five times 
called him. He spoke with roost gentlemanly temper of 
Ills accusers, his provocation considered, yet with a firm¬ 
ness of disdain of the injustice with which he had been 
treated in return for his services, that was striking and 
afiecting, though unadorned and manly. 

His spirit, however, and the injuries which raised it, 
rested not quietly upon his particular accusers: be ar¬ 
raigned the late minister, Lord North, of ingratitude and 
double-dealing, and the preseut minister, Mr. Pitt, of un¬ 
justifiably and unworthily forbearing to sustain him. 

Here Mr, Fox, artfully enough, interrupted him, to say 
the King’s ministers were not to be arraigned for what 
passed in the House of Parliament. 

Mr. Burke rose also to enter his protest. 

But Mr. Hastings then lost his patience and his temper: 
he would not suffer the interruption; he bad never, he 
said, interrupted their long speeches; and. when Mr. 
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Burke again attempted to speak, Mr. Hastings, in an 
impassioned but afiecting manner, extended his arms, and 
called out loudly, I throw myself upon the protection 
of your Lordships!—I am not used to public speaking, 
and cannot answer them; what I wish to submit to your 
Lordships 1 have committed to paper; but, if I am 
punished for what I say, I must insist upon being heard! 
—I call upon you, my Lords, to protect me from this 
violence!” 

This animated appeal prevailed; the managers were 
silenced by an almost universal cry of “Hear, hear, hear!'’ 
from the Lords; and by Lord Kenyon, who represented 
the Chancellor, and said, “Mr. Hastings, proceed.” 

The angry orators, though with a very ill grace, were 
then silenced. They were little aware what a compliment 
this intemperate eagerness was paying ;o Mr. Hastings, 
who for so many long days manifested that fortitude 
against attack, and that patience against abuse, which 
they could not muster, without any parallel in provocation, 
even for three short hours. 

1 rejoiced with all my heart to find Mr. Windham was 
not in their box. He did not enter with them in proces¬ 
sion, nor appear as a manager or party concerned, further 
than as a member of the House of Commons. I could 
not distinguish him in so large a group, and he either saw 
not, or knew not, me. 

The conclusion of dte defence I beard better, as Mr. 
Hastings spoke considerably louder from this time; the 
spirit of indignatioD animated his manner and gave 
strength to his voice. You will have seen the chief parts 
^f his discourse in the newspapers; and you cannot, I 
think, but grow more and more his friend as you jpenise 
it. He called padietically and solemnly for instant judg¬ 
ment; but-the Lords, after an adjournment, decided to 
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heai' his defence bv evidence, and iu order, the next 
sessions. How grievous such continual delay to a mao 
past sixty, and sighing for such a length of time for redress 
from a prosecution as.yet unparalleled in our annals! 

When it was over. Colonel Manners came round to 
speak to me, and talk over the defence. He is warmly 
for Mr. Hastings. He inquired about Windsor; 1 should 
liave made him stare a little, had I told him I never ex¬ 
pected to see him there again. 

Mrs. Kenedy and the Miss Coopers knew me as 
passed them; but 1 saw they read the history of my'long 
illness in my face, by the expression of their eyes: and 
Mr. Nicholls, whom 1 had not met for two or three years, 
though 1 observed him looking hard at me, let me go on, 
without sufficiently recollecting to speak to me. 

When we came down-stairs into the large waiting-hall, 
Mr. De Luc went in search of William and chairs. Sally 
then immediately discerned Mr. Windham with some 
ladies. He looked at me without at first knowing me. 

Mr. Nicholls, however, now knew my voice: be came 
and chatted with his accustomed good humour and esise, 
and frankly owned be had thought' it was me, but felt too 
insecure to venture to speak earlier. He then very 
openly exhorted me to take more care of my health, and 
try change of air; Twickenham, for example, he said he 
thought would prove serviceable, for, ill as I looked in 
heakb, he thought it was not incurably. 

W hile this was going on, Sarah whispered me that Mr. 
Windham was looking harder and harder ; and presently, 
at a pause with Mr. Nicholls, be came up to me, and in 
a tone of very deep concern, and with a look that fully 
concurred witli it, he said. “Do I see Miss Burney?” 

I could not but feel the extent of the interrogation, 
and my assent acknowledged my comprehension. 
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“ iDdeed,” he cried, " I was going to make a speech 
—not very—gallant I” 

But it is what I should like better,” I cried, *' for it 
is kind, if you were going to say I look miserably ill, as 
that is but a necessary consequence of feeling so,—sod 
miserably ill enough I have felt this long time past.” 

He would not allow quite that, he'said; hut I Hew 
from the subject, to tell him 1 had been made very happy 
by him. 

He gave me one of his starts,—but immediately con¬ 
cluded it was by no good, and therefore would not speak 
an inquiry. 

" Why, I did not see you in the box,” I cried, “ and 
I had been very much afraid I should have seen you 
there. But now my fears are completely over, and you 
have made me completely happy!” 

He protested, with a comic but reproachful smile, 
he knew not how to be glad, if it was still only in 
the support of a bad cause, and if still I really sup¬ 
ported it. 

And then he added he had gone amongst the House 
of Commons instead df joining the managers, because 
that enabled him to give his place to ^ friend, who was 
not a member. 

" You must be sure,” said I, " you would see me here 
to-day.” 

I had always threatened him with giving fairest play 
to the defence, and always owned I had been most; 
afraid of his harangue j therefore to find, the charges end 
without his making it saved me certainly a shake,—either 
^for Mr. Hastings or himself,—for one of them must 
Utenceforth have fallen in my estimation. 

1 believe, however, this was a rather delicate point, as 
he made, me no answer, but a grave smile; but 1 am 
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gure he instantly understood bis relinquishing his intended 
charge was ray subject of exultation. And, to make it 
plainer, 1 then added, •• 1 am really very generous to be 
thus made happy, considering how great has been my 
curiosity.” 

*• But, to have gratified that curiosity,” cried he, 
** would have been no very particular inducement with 
me; though I have no right to take it for a compliment, 
as there are two species of curiosity,—^jours, therefore, 
you leave wholly ambiguous.”' 

0,1 am content with that,” cried 1: "so long as 1 
am gratified, 1 give you leave to take it which way you 
please.” 

He murmured something I could not distinctly hear, 
of concern at ray continued opinion upon this subject; 
but I do not thiuk, by his manner, it much surprised 
him. 

” You know,” cried 1, “ why, as well as what, I feared— 
that fatal candour, of which so long ago yon warned me 
to beware. And, indeed, 1 was kept in alarm to the 
very last moment; for at every figure I saw start up, just 
now,—Mr. Fox, Mr. Burke, Mr. Grey,—I concluded 
yours would be the next.” 

“ You were prepared, then,” cried he, with no little 
malice, for a ‘ voice issuing from a distant pew.’ ” 

This unexpected turn put me quite out, whereupon he 
seized his opportunity to put himself in. For, after a 
little laugh at his victory, he very gravely, and even 
almost solemnly, stud, there is another subject,— 

always uppermost with me,—which I have not ventured 
to speak of to you; though, to others,—you know not 
how 1 have raved and raged I But I believe,—1 am 
sure,—you know what.I allude to.” 

’Twas nnpoBsible, thus challenged, to dissemble. " Yes,” 
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I answered, I own,—I believe,—I understand you; 
ftnd, indeed, I should be tempted to say farther,—if you 
would forgeP it when heard, and make no implicatioos,—* 
that, from what has come round to me from different 
quarters, I hold myself to be very much obliged to 
you.” 

I was sorry, as things are still circumstanced, to say 
this; but it would have been graceless, after all his zeal 
and kindness, thus called upon, to say less. 

He looked very much pleased, and, entering instantly 
into the sort of inference I feared, mildly said, “But 
without any implication, now,—surely it is time ! Now, 
—obviously,—strikingly,—all implication apart,—there 
is reason substantial, uncontrovertible ” 

Mr. De Luc came to say something of the chair, and 
I -dreaded his hearing what 1 felt coming, so turned offj 
but Mr. Windham’s looks strongly finished his meaning 
concerning mine, as announcing a necessity of resigna¬ 
tion. 1 ventured at no answer whatsoever. 

He looked a little blank, and then I could not resist, 
in a very low voice, saying,*'! should not have expected, 
Mr. Windham, from you, a generosity such as this, for 
one you regard as a captive!” 

He was obliged to swallow this allusion; but began, 
with double eagerness, upon the subject uppermost; but 
I really heard nothing, from seeing Mr. Be Lnc’s fixed 
attention, and dreading his discovering our topic: I 
therefore made the parting courtesy; be returned it with 
a bow, but, as X stood back, came ou, very earnestly 
indeed, saying, When shall I see you again 

I was sure, by the expression of his voice, he meant, 
when should I again be visible in the world? I dared 
make no answer, but a little shpok my head and still 
retreated. 
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When 7 * be cried f^ain, perseveringly, and still more 
forcibly. 

Still no answer eould I make. Upon M-hich, in a 
tone most emphatic^ be answered himself, exclaiming 
"Never!” and, with a look that implied all the raving 
and raging he had acknowledged internally reviving, and 
with an air almost in heroics, be walked away. 

1 was really very much vexed not to be able to deal 
more openly with a champion whose sincere warmth in 
my service so much engages my real gratitude, and gives 
me so much real pleasure ; but It was every way impos' 
sibie. Mr. De Luc, much struck with his eager man* 
Her, did not let him be out of hearing before he cried, 
"Fray, ma’am, who is it, that gentleman?” 

I told him. " Ha!” be exclaimed, astonished to find 

4 

him one of that party; " and, really, he has an honest 
face of his own! But you both spoke so adroitly, under 
the cover, (hat I could not make it out, very wed, what 
you were talking upon it; but I suppose the French 
revolution,” 

What gave him this idea 1 know not, but 1 was glad 
the adroitness so well succeeded. 

When we came home I was immediately summoned to 
Her Majesty, to whom I gave a full and fair account of 
all I had heard of the defence ; and it drew tears from 
her expressive eyes, as 1 repeated Mr. Hastings’s own 
words, upon the hardship and injustice of the treatment 
he had sustained. 

Afterwards, at night, the King called upon me to re> 
peat my account; and 1 was equally faithful,' sparing 
nothing of what had dropped from the persecuted defend¬ 
ant relative to His Majesty’s Ministers. I thought offi¬ 
cial accounts might be less detailed there than against the 
Managers, who, as open enemies, excite not so much 
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my “ high displeasure” as the friends of Government, 
who so insidiously elected and panegyrised him while 
they wanted his assistance, and betrayed and deserted 
him when he was no longer in a capacity to serve them. 
Such, at least, is the light in which the defence places 
them. 

The King listened with much earnestness and a 
marked compassion. He had already read the account 
sent him officially, but he was as eager to hear alt 
I could recollect, as if still uninformed of what had 
passed. The words may be given to the eye, but the 
impression they make can only be conveyed by the ear; 
and I came back so eagerly interested, that my memory 
was not more stored with the very words than my voice 
with the intonations of all that had passed. 

With regard to ray bearing this sole unofficial exertion 
since my illness, I can only say the fatigue I felt bore 
not any parallel with that of every drawing-room day, 
because I was seated. 

June 4th. —Let me now come to the 4th, the last 
birthday of the good, gracious, benevolent King I 
shall ever, in all human probability, pass under his Royal 
roof. 


The thought was affecting to me, in dehauce of my 
volunteer conduct, and 1 could scarce speak to the Queen 
when I first went to her, and wished to say something 
upon a day so interesting. The King was most gracious 
and kind when he came Into the State Dressing- 
Room at St. James’s, and particularly inquired about 
my health and strength, and if they would befriend me 
for the day. I longed again to tell him how hard I 
would work them, rather than let them, on such a day, 
drive me from my office; but I found it better suited 
me to be quiet; it was safer not to trust to any es- 
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pression of loyalty, M'ith a mind so full, and on a day so 
critical. 

With regard to health, my side is all that is attended 
with any uneasiness, and that is sometimes a serious bu* 
siness. Certainly there is nothing premature in what has 
been done. 

And—O picquct!—life hardly hangs on earth during 
its compulsion, in these months succeeding months, jind 
years creeping, crawling, after years. 

At dinner Mrs. Schwellenberg presided, attired mag¬ 
nificently. Miss Goldsworthy, Mrs. Stainforth, Messrs. 
De Luc and Stanhope dined with ns; and, while we were 
still eating fruit, the Duke of Clarence entered. 

lie was just risen from the King’s table, and waiting for 
his equipage to go home and prepare for the ball. To 
give you an idea of the energy of bis Royal Highness’s 
language, 1 ought to set apart a general objection to 
writing, or rather intimating, certain forcible words, and 
beg leave to show you, in genuine colours, a Royal 
sailor. 

We all rose, of course, upon his entrance, and the two 
gentlemen placed themselves behind their chairs while 
the footmen left the room; but he ordered us all*to sit 
down, and called the men back to hand about some wine. 
He was in exceeding high spirits and in the utmost good 
humour. He placed himself at the head of the table, 
next Mrs. Schwellenberg, and looked remarkably well, 
gay, and full of sport and mischief, yet clever withal as 
well as comical. 

'* Well, this is the first day 1 have ever dined with the 
King at St. James’s on his birthday. Pray, have you all 
drunk His Majesty’s health?” 

“ No, your Roy’l Highness: your Boy’l Highness 
might make dem do dat,” said Mrs. Schwellenberg. 
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" 0, by —— will I! Here, you (to the footman); bring 
Champagne ! I’ll drink the King’s health again, if 1 die 
for it! Yet, 1 have done pretty well already: so has 
the King, 1 promise you! I believe His Majesty was 
never taken such good care of before. We have kept 
his spirits up, I promise you; we have enabled him to 
go tlurough his fatigues; and 1 should have done more 
stilly but for the ball and Mary—I have promised to 
dance with Mary!" 

Princess Mary mad^ her first appearance at Court 
to-day: she looked most interesting and unafiectedly 
lovely: she is a sweet creature, and perhaps, in point of 
beauty, the first of this truly beautiful race, of which 
Princess Mary may be called pejidant to the Prince 
of Wales. 


Ch|p3pagae being now brought for the Duke, he or¬ 
dered it all round. When it came to me 1 whispered to 
Westerhaults to carry it on : the Duke slapped his hand 
violently on the table, and called out, O, by , you 
shall drink it!” 


There was no resisting this. We all stood up, and the 
Duke sonorously gave the Royal toast. 

'‘And now,” cried be, making us all sit down again, 
"where are my rascals of servants? 1 sha’n’tbe in time 
for the ball; besides, I’ve got a deuced tailor waiting 
to fix on my epaulette! Here, you, go and see for my 
servants! d’ye hear ? Scamper off!” 

Off ran William, 


" Come, let’s have the King’s health again. De Luc, 
drink it. Here, Champagne to De Luc I” 

I wish you could have seen Mr. De Luc’s mixed sim¬ 
per—half pleased, half alarmed. However, the wine 
came and he drank it, the Duke taking a bumper for 
himself at the same time. 
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“ Poor Staohop6 T’ cried he: ** Staohope $faall have a 
gloss too! Here, Champagoe! what are you all about 7 
Why don’t you give Champagne to poor Stailhope ? 

Mr. Stanhope, with great pleasure, complied, and the 
Duke again accompanied him. 

"Come hither, do you hear?” cried the Duke to the 
servants ; and on the approach, slow and submissive, of 
Mrs. Stainforth’s man, he hit him a violent slap on the 
back, calling out, “ Hang you! why don’t you see for my 
rascals 7” 

Away flew the man, and then he called out to Wester- 
haults, Hark’ee 1 bring another glass of Champagne 
to Mr. De Luc!” 

Mr. De Luc knows these Royal youths'too well to 
venture at so vain an experiment as disputing with them; 
so he only shrugged bis shoulders and drank the wine. 
The Duke did the same. 

"And now, poor Stanhope,” cried the Duke give 
another glass to poor Stanhope, d'ye hear P” 

." Is not your Royal Highness afraid,” cried Mr. Stan¬ 
hope, displaying the full circle of his borrowed teeth, “ I 
shall be apt to be rather up in the world, as the folks 
say, if I tope on at this rate ?” 

"Not at all! you can’t get drunk in a better cause. 
I’d get drunk myself if it was not for toe ball. Here, 
Champagne ! another glass for the philosopher 1 I keep 
sober for Mary.” 

your Royal Highness I” ■ ciied Mr. De Luc, 
gaining courage as he drank, you will nefake me quite 
droll of it if you make me go on,—quite droll 1” 

“ So much the better 1 so much the better 1 it will do 
you a monstrous deal of good.^' Here, another glass of 
Champagne for Queen’s pjj^sopher!” 

Mr. De Luc obeyed, and the Duke then addressed. 
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Mrs. Schwellenberg’s George. Here ! you ! you 1 why, 
where is my carriage ? ruo and see, do you hear ?” 

Off hurifed George, grioniog irrepressibly. 

** If it was not for that deuced tailor, 1 would not stir. 
I shall dine at the Queen’s house on Monday, Miss 
Goldsworthy; I shall come to dine with Princess 
Royal. I find she does not go to Windsor with the 
Queen.” 

The Queen meant to spend one day at Windsor, on 
account of a review which carried the King that way. 

Some talk then ensued upon the Duke’s new carriage, 
which they all agreed to be the most beautiful that day 
at Court. I had not seen it, which, to me, was some 
impediment against praising it. 

He then said it was necessary to drink the Queen's 
health. 

The gentlemen here made no demur, though Mr. De 
Luc arched his eyebrows in expressive fear of conse* 
quences. 

"A bumper,” cried the Duke, “ to the Queen’s gentle¬ 
man-usher.” 

They all stood up and drank the Queen’s health. 

“Here are three of us,” cried the Duke, “all ^be¬ 
longing to the Queen: the Queen’s philosopher, the 
Queen’s gentlemau-usher, and the Queen’s son; but, 
thank Heaven, I’m nearest!” 

•* Sir,” cried Mr. Stanhope, a little affronted, I am 
ilot now the Queen’s gentleman-usher; I am the Queen’s 
equerry, sir.” 

“A glass more of Champagne here! What are you all 
so slow for? Where are all my rascals gone? They’ve 
]mt me in one passion already this morning. Come, a 
glass of Champagne for the Queen’s gentleman-usher 1” 
laughing heartily. 
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No, sir,” repeated Mr. Stanhope; “ I am equerry 
now, sir." 

'* And another glass to the Queen's philosopher!" 

Neither gentleman objected; but Mrs. Schwellenberg, 
who had sat laughing and happy ail this time, now grew 
alarmed, and said, “ Your Ro}al Highness, I am afraid 
for the bull!” 

“ Hold you your potato-jaw, my dear,*’ cried the 
Duke, patting her; but, recollecting himself, he took her 
hand and pretty abruptly kissed it. and then, flinging it 
Imstily away, laughed aloud, and called out,*' There! that 
will make umends for anything, so nomi may say what 
I will. So here! a glass of Champagne for the Queen's 
philosopher and the Queen's gentleii)an>usher! Hang 
me if it will not do them a monstrous deal of good !" 

Here news was brought that the equipage was in 
order. He started up, calling out, “ Now, then, for my 
deuced tailor.” 

“ 0, your Royal Highness !" cried Mr. De Luc, in a 
tone of expostulation, “ now you have made us droll, you 

go r 

Off, however, he went. And is it not a curious scene ? 
All my amaze is, how any of their heads bore such li¬ 
bations. 

In the evening I had by no means strength to en¬ 
counter the ball-room. I gave my tickets to Mrs. and 
Miss Douglas. 

Mrs. Stainfbrth was dying to see the Princess Mary 
in her Court dress. Mr. Stanhope oflered to conduct her 
to a place of prospect. She went with him. I thought 
this preferable to an unbroken evening with my fair com¬ 
panion, and, Mr. De Luc thinking the same, we both left 
Mrs. Schwellenberg to unattire, and followed. But we 
were rather in a scrape by trusting to Mr. Stanhope after 
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all this Champigoe: he bad carried Mrs. Stainforth to 
the very door of the ball-room^ and there fixed her—in a 
place which the King, Queen, and suite must brush past 
in order to enter the ball-room. 1 had followed, how¬ 
ever, and the crowds of beef-eaters, officers, and guards 
that lined all the state-rooms through which we exhibited 
ourselves, prevented roy retreating alone. I stood, there¬ 
fore, next to Mrs. Stainforth, and saw the ceremony. 

The passage was made so narrow by attendants, that 
they were all forced to go one by one. First, all the 
King's great state-officers, amongst whom I recognised 
Lord Courtowir, Treasurer of the Household; Lord 
Salisbury carried a candle!—*lis an odd etiquette.— 
These being passed, came the King—he saw us and 
laughed; then the Queen’s Master of the Horse, Lord 
Harcourt, who did ditto; then some more. 

The Vice-Chaoiberiain carries the Queen's candle, that 
she may have the arm of the L<ord Chamberlain to lean 
on; accordingly. Lord Aylesbury, receiving that honour, 
now preceded the Queen : she looked amazed at sight of 
us. The kind Princesses one by one acknowledged 
ns. 1 spoke to Princess Mary, wishing her Royal 
Highness joy: she looked in a delight and an alarm 
nearly equal. She was to dance her first minuet. Then 
followed the Ladies of the Bedchamber, and Lady 
Harcourt was particularly civil. Then the Maids of 
Honour, every one of whom knew and spoke tons. 1 
peered vainly for the Duke of Clarence, but none of the 
PrincM passed os. What a crowd brought up tbe rear! 
1 was vexed not to see the Prince of Wales. 

Well, God bless the King! and many and many such 
days may he know I 

I was now so tired as to be eager to go back; but the 
Queen’s pfaiiosopber, the good and most sober and tem- 
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perate of men, was really a little giddy with all his bum* 
pers, and his eyes, which were quite lustrous, could not 
fix any obj_ect stetulily i while the poor gentlemao'Usher 
—equerry, 1 mean—^kept bis mouth so wide open with 
one continued grin,—I suppose from the sparkling bever¬ 
age,—that I was every minute afraid its pearly ornaments, 
which never fit their case, would have fallen at our feet. 
Mrs. Stainforth gave me a significant look of making the 
same observation, and, catching me fast by the arm. said, 
“Come, Miss Burney, let's you and I take care of one 
another;” and then she safely toddled me back to Mrs. 
Schwellenberg, who greeted us with soying, “ Veil! bin 
you much amused ? Dat Prince Villiam—oders de 
Duke de Clarence—bin raelly ver merry—oders vat you 
call tipsy.” 

Brief must be my attempt at the remnant of this 
month, my dearest friends; for it was spent iu so much 
diHlculty, pain, and embarrassment, that 1 should have 
very little to relate that you could have any pleasure to 
hear; and 1 am weary of dwelling on evils that now, 
when 1 write, are past 1 I thank God ! 

June 5th. —^'Fhe day following the birthday, you cannot 
be surprised to hear that 1 was really very ill. I stood 
with such infinite difficulty in the Queen’s presence at 
noon that I was obliged to be dismissed, and to go to 
bed in the middle of the day. 1 soon got better, how¬ 
ever, and again attended in the evening, and in a few 
days I was much the same as before the gala. 

My orders, which 1 punctually obeyed, of informing 
no one of my impending departure, were extremely pain¬ 
ful to adhere to, as almost everybody 1 saw advised 
me strenuously to beg leave of absence to recruit, and 
pressed so home to me the necessity of taking some step 
for my health, that I was reduced to a thousand unplea* 

p 2 
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sRnt evasions in my answers. But I was bound; and 1 
never disengage myself from bonds imposed by or-hers, if 
once I have agreed to them. 

Mr. Turbulent at this time outstayed the tea-partv 
one evening, not for his former rhodomontading, but to 
seriously and earnestly advise me to resign. My situation, 
he said, was evidently death to me. 

He was eager to inquire of me who was Mrs. Lenox? 
He had been reading, like alt the rest of the world, Bos¬ 
well's ' Life of Dr. Johnson.’ nnd the preference there 
expressed of Mrs. Lenox to all other females had Elled 
him with astonishment, as he had never even heard her 
name. 

These occasional sallies of Dr. Johnson, uttered from 
local causes and circumstances, but all retailed verbatim 
by Mr. Boswell, are filling all sort of readers with amaze, 
except the small party to whom Dr. Johnson was known, 
and who, by acquaintance with the power of the moment 
over his unguarded conversation, know how little of his 
solid opinion was to be gathered from his accidental 
assertions. 

The King, who was now also reading this work, applied 
tome for explanations without end. Every night at this 
period he entered the Queen's dressing-room, and de¬ 
layed Her Majesty’s proceedings by a length of discourse 
with me upon this subject. All that flowed from himself 
was constantly full of the goodness and benevolence of 
his character; and I was never so happy as in the op- 
.portunity thus graciously given me of vindicating, in in- 
.staoces almost innumerable, the serious principles' and 
■various excellences of Dr. Johnson from the clouds 
so frequently involving and darkening them, in nar¬ 
rations so little calculated for any readers who were 
strangers to his intrinsic worth, and therefore worked 
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upon and struck by what was faulty in his temper aud 
manners. 

I regretted not having strength to read this work to Her 
Majesty myself. It was an honour 1 should else have cer* 
tainly received; for so much wanted clearing t so little 
was understood! However, the Queen frequently con¬ 
descended to read over passages and anecdotes which 
perplexed or offended her; and there were none 1 liad 
not a fair power to soften or to justify. Dear and excel¬ 
lent Dr. Johnson ! I have never furgot nor neglected his 
injunction given me when he was ill—to stand by him 
and support him, and not hear him abused when he was 
no more, and could not defend himself! but little—little 
did I think it would ever fall to my lot to vindicate him 
to his King and Queen. 

At this time Colonel Manners was in wailing, and 
Colonel Goldsworthy was on a visit, as was Mr. Fairly. 
They all little enough thought how near we were to a 
separation. Lords Chesterfield, Harrington, and Cath- 
cart drank tea with us almost constantly. The two latter 
1 liked extremely, and shall be glad if hereafter I should 
meet them. 

« • • • * 

Her Majesty, the day before we left Windsor, gave 
me to understand my attendance would be yet one more 
fortnight requisite, though no longer. I heard this with 
a fearful presentiment I should surely never go through 
another fortnight, in so weak and languishing and painful 
a state of health. However, 1 could but accede, though 
I fear with no very courtly grace. So melancholy indeed 
was the state of my mind, from the weakness of my frame, 
that I was never alone but to form scenes of " foreign 
woe;” when my own disturbance did not occupy me 
wholly. I begun—almost whether I would or not—an- 
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other tragedy ! The other three all unfinished! not one 
read ! and one of them, indeed, only generally sketched 
as to plan and character. But I could go on with no¬ 
thing ; I could only suggest and invent. 

The power of composition has to me indeed proved a 
solace, a blessing! When incapable of all else, that, un¬ 
solicited, unthought of, has presented itself to my solitary 
leisure, and beguiled me of myself, though it has not of 
late regaled me with gayer associates. 

July. —I come now to write the last week of my Royal 
residence. The.Queen honoured me with the most uni¬ 
form graciousness, and though, as the time of separulioii 
approached, her cordiality rather diminished, and traces 
of internal displeasure appeared sometimes, arising from 
an opinion I ought rather to have struggled on, live or 
die, than to quit her,—^yet I am sure »k% saw how poor 
was my own c^'ance, except by a cbaR^e in the mode of 
life, and at least ceased to wonder^ though she could not 
approve. 

The K.ng was more courteous, more communicative, 
more amiable, at every meeting; and he condescended 
to hold me in conversation with him by every opportunity, 
and with an air of such benevolence and goodness, that 1 
never felt such case and pleasure in his notice before. He 
talked over all Mr. Boswell’s book, and 1 related to him 
sundry anecdotes of Dr. Johnson, all highly to his honour, 
and such as I was eager to make known, lie always 
heard me with the utmost complacency, and encouraged 
to proceed in my accounts, by every ". irk of attention 
aiAl^pterest. 

He told me once, langhing heartily, that, having seen 
my name in the Index, he was eager to come to what was 
Hid of me; but when be found so little, he was surprised 
and disappointed 
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I ventored to assure him how much 1 had myself been 
rejoiced at this very circumstance, aud with what satUrac* 
tion I had reflected upon having'very seldom met Mr. Bos¬ 
well, as I kuew there was no other security against all 
manner of risks in his relations. 

1 must have told yon long since of the marriage of 
Mile. Monlmollin to M. d'Espere-en-Dieu? Her niece, 
another Mile. Montmoliin, has succeeded her. I was 
not inclined to make new acquaintance on the eve of my 
departure; but slie came one morning to my room, in 
attendance upon the Princess Mary, who called in to ask 
me some question. She seems agreeable apd sensible. 
The Prinoess Mary then stayed and chatted with me over 
her own adventures on the Queen's birthday, when she 
first appeared at court. The history of her dancing at 
the ball, and the situation of her partner and brother, the 
Duke of Clarence, she spoke of with a sweet ingenuous¬ 
ness and artless openne.ss which mark her very amiable 
character. And not a little did I divert her when I 
related the Duke’s visit to our party ! “O,” cried she, 
“ he told me of it himself the next morning, and said, 
‘ You may think how far I was gone, for I kissed tlie 
Schwellenberg’s hand!’ ” 

About this time Mr. Turbulent made me a visit at tea- 
time when the gentlemen were at the Castle j and the 
moment William left the room he eagerly said, "Is this 
true. Miss Burney, that I hear? Are we going to lose 
you?” 

1 was much surprised, but could not deny the charge. 
He, very good-naturedly, declared himself much pleased 
at a release which lie protested he thought necessary to 
my life’s preservation. 

I made him tell me die channel through which a busi- 
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ness I had guarded so scrupulously myself had reached 
him; but it is too full of windings for writing. 

With Mr. De Luc 1 was already in conSdence upon 
my resignation, and with the knowledge of the Queen, 
ils he had received tlie intelligence from Germany, 
whence my successor was now arriving. 

1 then also begged the indulgence of writing to Mr. 
Smelt upon the subject, which was accorded me. 

My next attack was from Miss Planta. She expressed 
herself in the deepest concern at my retiring, though she 
not only acknowledged its necessity, but confessed she 
had not thought 1 could have performed my official duty 
even one year! She broke from me while we talked, 
leaving me abruptly in a violent passion of tears. 


Miss Bumey to Dr. Burney. 

Dearest Sir, Jui73rd,'9i. 

Mademoiselle Jacobi, my destined successor, is 
come. This moment I have been told it by the Queen. 
And in truth 1 am again falling so unwell that 1 had 
fully expected, if the delay had been yet lengthened, 
another dreadful seizure for its termination. But I 
hope now to avoid this: and my mind is very fnll, very 
agitated; nothing has yet been said of my day of dis¬ 
mission. 

I conclude 1 return not tlU Thursday, after the draw¬ 
ing-room. I fancy my attendance will be required at 
St. James’s till that ceremony is over. It will be highly 
disagreeable, and even painful, to conclude in such full 
ingress and fine trappings, 8(c., for I know I shall feel 
a ^ang at parting with the Queen, in the midst of the 
soul’s satisfaction with which I shall return to my beloved 
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father—that dear parental protection under which, if my 
altered health should even fail of restoration, my mind 
will be composed, and my best afiections cherished, 
soothed, and returned. My eyes fill while I write; my 
dearest father. I feel myself already in your kind arms. 
I shall write instantly to my good Mrs. Ord; I have many 
reasons for knowing her plan of excursion as wise to 
follow as it was kind to propose; and if you go to Crewe 
Hail, we may set off almost at the same moment. 

AH the sweet Princesses seem sorry I am going. In¬ 
deed the most flattering marks of attention meet me from 
all quarters. 1 feel heavy-hearted at the parting Scene, 
especially with the Queen, in the midst of all my joy and 
relief to return to my beloved father. And the King— 
the benevolent King—so uniformly, partially, and en¬ 
couragingly good to me—1 can hardly look at with dry 
eyes. Mrs. Schwellenberg has been forced to town by ill 
health; she was very friendly, even aflectionate, ingoing! 

The business with my servants is quite a tragedy to 
me—they so much liked their places: they have both 
been crying, even the man; Goter cannot keep from 
sobbing. 

I flatter myself, dearest sir, we shall still have near a 
month together before our first branching off; and such 
rest as that, with peace, my long-postponed medical trial of 
Dr. W.’s prescription, and my own most wished regimen 
of affection in domestic life, will do all that can be done 
towards recruiting my shattered frame; and the frequent 
gentle changes of air, with such a skilful directress as 
Mrs. Ord, will be giving me, indeed, every possible 
chance. 

Adieu, most dear sir: to the world's end, and I hope 
afler the world’s end, dutifully and affectionately, your 

F. B. 
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1 hnd soon the pleasure to receive Mdlle. Jacobi. She 
brought with her a young German, as her maid, who 
proved to be her niece, but so poor she could not live 
when her aunt left Germany! Mr. Best, a messenger of 
the King’s, brought her to Windsor, and Mrs. Best, his 
wife, accompanied him. 

I was extremely pleased with Mdlle. Jacobi, who is tall, 
well made, and nearly handsome, and of a humour so 
gay, an understanding so lively, and manners so frank 
and ingenuous, that I felt an immediate regard for her, 
and we grew mutual good friends. She is the daughter 
of a dignified clergyman of Hanover, high in theological 
fame. 

They all dined with me; and, indeed, Mdlle. Jacobi, 
wanting a thousand informations in her new situation, 
which 1 was most happy to give her, seldom quitted me 
an instant. 

« • • • « 

Tuesday morning 1 had a conversation, very long 
and very affecting to me, with Her Majesty. I cannot 
pretend to detail it I will only tell you she began by 
speaking of Mdlle. Jacobi, whom 2 had the satisfaction 
to praise, as far as had appeared, very warmly; and then 
she led me to talk at large upon the. nature and requisites 
and circumstances of the situation 1 was leaving. 1 said 
whatever 1 could suggest that would tend to render niy 
successor more comfortable, and had the great happi- 
ness to represent with success the consolation and very 
'** l^pocent pleasure ^ might reap from the society of 
the young relation she had brought over, if she might 
be permitted to treat her at once as a companion, and 
not as a servant. This was heard with the most humane 
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complacency, and 1 had leave given me to forward the 
plan in various ways. 

She then conversed upon sundry subjects, all of them 
confidential in their nature, for near an hour •, and then, 
after a pause, said, “ Do I owe you anything, my dear 
Miss Burney ? ” 

I acquainted her with a debt or two amounting to near 
70/. She said she would settle it in the afternoon, and 
then paused again ; after which, with a look full of be* 
nignity, she very expressively said, “ As I don't know 
your plan, or what you propose, I cannot tell what would 
make you comfortable, but you know the size of my 
family.” 

I comprehended her, and was immediately interrupting 
her with assurances of my freedom from all expectation 
or claim ; but she stopped me, saying, “You know what 
you now have from me :-~*the half of that I mean to con* 
tinue.” 

Amazed and almost overpowered by a munificence 1 
had so little expected or thought of, I poured forth the 
most earnest disclaimings of such a mark of her graci¬ 
ousness, declaring 1 knew too well her Innumerable calls 
to be easy in receiving it; and much more I uttered to 
this purpose, with the unaffected warmth that animated 
me at the moment. She heard me almost silently; but, 
in conclusion, simply, yet strongly, said, “ I shall cer¬ 
tainly do that! ” with a stress on the that” that seemed 
to kindly mean she would rather have done more. 

The conference was in this stage when the Princess 
Elizabeth came into the room. The Queen then retired 
to the ante-chamber. My eyes being full, and my heart 
not very empty, I could not then forbear eaying to 
her Royal Highness how much the goodness of the 
Queen had penetrated me. The Princess spoke feelings 
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I could not expect, by the immediate gUsteniiig of her 
soft eyes. She condesrcndeU to express her concern at 
my retiring; but most kindly added, “ However, Miss 
Burney, you have this to comfort you, go when you will, 
that your behaviour has been most perfectly honourable.” 

This, my last day at Windsor, was filled with nothing 
but packing, leave*taking, bills-paying, and lessoning to 
Mdlle. Jacobi, who adhered to my side through everv> 
thing, and always with nn interest that made its own way 
for her. 

All the people I had to settle with poured forth for my 
better health good wishes without end ; but amongst tiie 
most unwilling for my retreat stood poor Mrs. Astley: 
indeed she quite saddened me by her sadness, and by tlie 
recollections of tiiat sweet and angelic being her mistress, 
who had so solaced my early days at that place. 

Mr. Bryant, too, came this same morning; he had an 
audience of the Queen: he knew nothing previously of 
my design. He seemed quite thunderstruck. ‘‘ Bless 
me!” he cried, in Ins short and simple but expressive 
manner; so I shall never see you again—never have tlie 
honour to dine in that apartment with you more !” &c. 
I would have kept him to dinner this last day, but he was 
not well, and would not l)e persuaded. He would not, 
however, bid me adieu, but promised to endeavour to see 
me some time at Chelsea. 

1 had then a little note from Miss Gomme, desiiing to 
see me in the garden. She had just gathered the news. 
1 do not believe aoy one was more disposed to be sori^, 
if the sight and sense of my illness bad not checked her 
tq^cern. She highly approved the step 1 was taking, 
add was most cordial and kind. 

Miss Planta came to tell roe she must decline dining 
with me, as she felt she should cry all dinner-time, in re- 
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fleeting upon its being our last meal together at Windsor, 
und this might affront Mdlie. Jacobi. 

The Queen deigned to come once more to my apart* 
inent this afternoon. ‘She brought me the debt. It was 
a most mixed feeling with which I now saw her. 

In the evening came Madame de la Fite. 1 need not 
tell you, I imagine, that her expressions were of “ la 
plus vive douleur;” yet she owned she could not wonder 
my father should try what another life would do for me. 

My dear Mrs. De Luc came next; she, alone, knew 
of this ^hile impending. She rejoiced the time of deli¬ 
verance was arrived, for she had often feared I should 
outstay my strength, and sink while the matter was 
arninging. She rejoiced, however, with tears in her 
kind eyes; and, indeed, I took leave of her with true 
regret. 

It was nine o’clock before I could manage to go down 
the garden to the Lower Lodge, to pay my duty to the 
younger Princesses, whom I could not else see at all, as 
they never go to town for the court-days. 

1 went first up-stairs to Miss Gomme, and had the mor¬ 
tification to learn that the Princess Amelia was already 
gone to bed. This extremely grieved me. When or how 
I may see her lovely little Highness more. Heaven only 
knows! 

Miss Gomme kindly accompanied me to Miss Golds¬ 
worthy’s apartment, and promised me a few more last 
words before I set out the next morning. 

1 found Mrs. Cheveley, at whose door, and at Miss 
JSeven’s, her sister's, 1 had tapped and left my name, 
with Miss Goldsworthy and Dr. Fisher: that pleasing 
and worthy man has just taken a doctor’s degree. 

I waited with Miss Goldsworthy till the Princesses 
Mary and Sophia came from the Upper Lodge, which 
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is'when the King and Queen go to supper. Their Rojal 
Highnesses were gracious even to kindness; they shook 
my band again and again, and wished me better health, 
and all happiness, with the sweetest earnestness. Prin* 
cess Mary repeatedly desired to see me whenever 1 came 
to the Queen’s house, and condescended to make me as 
repeatedly promise that I would not fail. I was deeply 
touched by their goodness, and by leaving them. 

Wednesday. —In the morning Mrs. Evans, the house* 

• 

keeper, came to take leave of me; and the housemaid 
of my apartment, who, poor girl! cried bitterly that 
I was going to give place to a foreigner; for Mrs. Schwel* 
lenberg's severity with servants has made all Germans 
feared in the house. 

*0, but let me first mention that, when I came from the 
Lower Lodge, late as it was, 1 determined to see my old 
friends the equerries, and not quit tlie place without 
bidding them adieu. I had never seen them since 1 had 
dared mention my designed retreat. 

I told William, therefore, to watch their return from 
the castle, and to give my compliments to either Colonel 
Gwynn or Colonel Goldsworthy, and an invitation to 
my apartment. 

Colonel Goldsworthy came instantly. I told him I 
could not think of leaving Windsor without offering tirst 
my good wishes to all the household. He said that, when 
my intended departure had been published, he and all 
the gentlemen then with him had declared it ought to 
have taken place sis months ago. He was extremely 
courteous, and I be^ed him to bring to me the jest of 
'fiis companions that were known to me. 

He immediately fetched Colonel Gwynn, General 
Grenville, Colonel Raosden, and Colonel Manners. This 
was the then party. I (old him 1 sent to beg their bless* 
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ing upon* my departure. They were all much plea^, 
apparently, that 1 had not made my exit without seeing 
them: they all agreed in the urgency of the measure, 
and we exchanged good wishes most cordially. 

My Wednesday morning’s attendance upon the Queen 
was a melancholy office. Miss Goldsworthy as well as 
Miss Gomme came early to take another farewell. 1 had 
not time to make any visits in the town, but left cora- 
miasions with Mrs. De Luc and Madame de la Fite. 
Even Lady Charlotte Finch I could not call upon, though 
she had made me many kind visits since my illness. 1 
wrote to her, however, hy Miss Gomme, to thank her, and 
bid her adieu. 

Thursdav, July 7th. —^This, my last day of office, 
was big and busy,—joyful, yet affecting to me in a high 
degree. 

lu the morning, before I left Kew, 1 had my last 
interview with Mrs. Scbwellenberg. She was very 
kind ill it, desiring to see me whenever I could in town, 
during her residence at the Queen’s house, and to hear 
from me by letter meanwhile. 

She then much surprised me by an offer of succeeding 
to her own place, when it was vacated either by her re¬ 
tiring or her death. This was, indeed, a mark of favour 
and confidence I had not expected. I declined, however, 
to enter upon the subject, as the manner in which she 
opened it made it very solemn, and, to her, very af- 

She would take no leave of me, but wished me better 
hastily, and, saying we should soon meet, she hurried sud¬ 
denly out of the room. Poor woman! If her temper 
were not so irascible, I really believe her heart would be 
by no means wanting in kindness. 

I then took leave of Mrs. Sandys, giving her a token 
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of remembrance in return for her constant good blhaviour, 
and 4riie showed marks of regard, and of even grief, 1 was 
sorry to receive, as I could so ill return. 

But the tragedy of tragedies was partiog with Goter: 
that poor girl did nothing but cry incessantly from the 
Ume she knew of our separation. 1 was very sorry to 
have no place to recommend her to, though I believe she 
may rather benefit by a vacation that carries her to her 
excellent father and mother, who tench her nothing but 
good. 1 did what 1 could to soften the blow, by every 
exertion in my power in all ways; for it was impossible 
to be unmoved at her violence of sorrow. 

1 then took leave of Kew Palace—the same parly 
again accompanying roe, for the last time, in a Royal ve* 
hicle going by the name of Misf Burney's coach. 

I should mention that the Queen graciously put into 
my hands the power of giving every possible comfort 
and kind assurances of encouragement to Mile. Jacobi 
and her poor little Bettina; and nil was arranged in 
the best manner for their accommodation aud ease. 
Her Majesty made me also the happy conveyancer of 
various presents to them both, and gave to me the regu> 
lation of their {Proceedings. 

When we arrived in town I took leave of Mr. De Luc. 
1 believe he was as much inclined to be sorry as the 
visible necessity of the parting would permit^R^. For 
me, I hope to see every one of the establishment here* 
after, far more comfortably than ever 1 have been able to 
do during the fatigues of a life to which I was so ill 
suited. 

1 come iiow near the close of my Court career. 

At St. James’s all was graciousness; and my Royal 
Mistress gave me to understand she would have me stay 
to assist at her toilet after the drawing>room; and much 
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delighted me by deairing my attendance on the Tharaday 
fortnight, when she came again to town. This lightened 
the parting in the (fleaaanteat manner possible. 

When the Queen commanded me to follow her to her 
closet i was, indeed, in much emotion; but I told her 
that, as what bad passed from Mrs. Schwellenberg in the 
morning had given me to understand Her Majesty was 
fixed in her munificent intention, notwithstanding what 1 
had most unaffectedly urged agaiust it— 

Certainly,” she interrupted, " I shall certainly do it.” 

“Yet so little,” I continued, ‘^bad I thought it right 
to dwell upon such an expectation, that, in the belief your 
Majesty would yet take it into further consideration, I 
had not even written it to my fadier.” 

“Your father,” she again interrupted me, has nothing 
to do with it; it is solely from me to you." 

“ Let me then humbly entreat,” I cried, “ still in some 
measure to be considered as a servant of your Majesty, 
either as reader, or to assist occasionally if Mile. Jacobi 
should be ill.” 

She looked mast graciously pleased, and immedl' 
ately closed in with the proposal, saying, “When your 
health is restored,—perhaps sometimes.*’ 

I then fervently poured forth my thanks for all her 
goodness, and my prayers for her felicity. 

She had her handkerchief. in her hand or at her eyes 
the whole time. 1 was so much moved by her coQde> 
scending kindness, that as soon as 1 got out of the closet 
I nearly sobbed. I went to help Mile. Jacobi to pul up 
the jewels, that my emotion might ihe less be observed. 
The King then came into the room. He immediately ad¬ 
vanced to the window, where I stoodf'to speak to me. I. 
was not then able to comport myself steadily. I was 
forced to turn my head away from him. He stood still 

VOL. V. o * 
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aod silent for some minutes, waiting to see if 1 should 
turnabout; but 1 could not recover myself suf6cier>tly 
to face him, strange as it was to do oitherwise; and per* 
ceiviog me quite overcome be walked away^ and I saw 
him no more. 

His kindness, his goodness, his benignity, never shall I 
forget—never think of but with fresh gratitude and re¬ 
verential affection. 

They were now all going—I took, for the last time, 
the cloak of the Queen, and, putting it over her shoul¬ 
ders, slightly ventured to press them, earnestly, though in 
a low voice, saying, *<God Almighty bless your Ma¬ 
jesty ! ” 

She turned round, and. putting her hand upon my un¬ 
gloved arm, pressed it with the greatest kindness, and 
said, '' May you be happy! ” 

She left me overwhelmed with tender gratitude. The 
three eldest Princesses were in the next room: they ran 
in to me the moment the Queen went onward. Prin- 

4 

cess Augusta and Princess Elizabeth each took a hand, 
and the Princess Royal put hers over them. 1 could 
speak to none of them; but they repeated, I wish you 
happy!—I wish you health!” again and again, with the 
sweetest eagerness. 

They then set off for Kew. 

Here, therefore, end my Court Annals; affer having 
lived in the service of Her Majesty five years within ten 
days—from July 17, 1768, to July 7, 1791. 



PART VI. 
1791. 


CONTENTS. 

Return home*—Congratulation ft—Letter from Mr. Windbam to 
Dr. Burney—Diary of a Southern Tour—Journey to Sidmouth 
—A Country Waiting*woman — Winchester —The Bishop’s 
Caetle^The King’s House—A Party of Emigrant a—The King 
of France and the Aristocrats—Liberty in France—Winchester 
Cathedral—The New Forest—Salisbury Plain—Stonehenge— 
Wilton House—Blandford~MiIton Abbey—Dorchester—Brid* 
])ori—Lyme — SidmouUi—Village Loyalty—Exmouth—Pow* 
derham Castle—House of Sir Francis Drake—Bridgewater^ 
Glastonbury Abbey—The Monks’ Kitchen—Abbot Du ns tan— 
Wells—Bath Fifty Y^rs —Remin scences—Dt Rarring- 

ton—Lady 8]>eiicer and her Daughters—Lady Duncannon — 
Ladies Oeorgiana and Harriet CaTendish-Miss Trimmer- 
Lord Spencer—The Duchess of Devonshire—l^dy Elizabeth 
Forster—Gibbon—Bishop of Dtomorc—Mrs. Montagu—Ed¬ 
mund Burke—Miss Barney’s Return to her Family—Dr. Bur¬ 
ney to Miss Burney—Mr. Beckford—Major Rennell—Dr. Ro* 
bertson—Miss Burney’s Literary Parauits renewed—Mr. Merry 
—Miss Bninton—Sir Joshua Reyn olds—Mrs. Schwellenberg— 
Dr. Oillies—Mrs. Montagu—Mrs. Garrick—Lady Rothes—Sir 
Lucas Fepys—Mrs. Chaponc* ** 




228 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part VI. 


PART VI. 
1791. 


Cbelm College; 

Oncc more 1 Imve the bleesiog to address my beloved 
friends from the n&tol home!—with a satisfaction, a se* 
renity of heart immeasurable. All smaller evils shall 
now give way to the one great good ; and 1 shall not, I 
hope, be forgetful, when the world wags ill, that scarce 
any misfortune, scarce misery itself, can so wastefully 
desolate the very soul of my existence as a banishment, 
even the most honourable, from those I love. 

But 1 must haste to the present time, and briefly give 
the few facts that occurred before my Susanna came to 
greet my restoration, and the few that preceded my jour¬ 
ney to the south-west afterwards, in July. 

My dear father was waiting for me in my apart¬ 
ment at St. James’s when their Majesties and their 
fair Royal daughters were gone. He brought me home, 
and welcomed me most sweetly. My heart was a little 
sad, in spite of its contentment. My joy in quilting my 
place extended not to quitting the King and Queen; and 
the final marks of their benign favour had deeply im¬ 
pressed me. My mother received me according to my 
wishes, and Sarah most cordially. 

My dear James and Charles speedily came to see me ; 
and one precious half-day I was indulged with my kind 
Mr. Lock and his Fredy. If I had been stouter and 
stronger in health, I should then have been almost flightily 
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happy; but the weakness of the frame still kept the ’ 
rest in order. My ever-kind Miss Cambridge was also 
amongst the foremost to hasten with congratulations on 
my return to my old ways, and to make me promise to 
visit Twickenham after my projected tour with Mrs. 
Ord. 

I could myself undertake no visiting at this time; rest 
and quiet being quite essential to my recovery. But my 
father did the honours for me amongst those who had 
been most interested in my resignation. He called in¬ 
stantly upon Sir Joshua Reynolds and Miss Palmer, and 
Mr. Burke; and he wrote to Mr. Walpole, Mr. Seward, 
Mrs. Crewe, Mr. Windham, and my Worcester uncle. 
Mr. Walpole wrote the most charming of answers, in the 
gallantry of the old court, and with all its wit, concluding 
with a warm invitation to Strawberry Hill. Sir Joshua 
and Miss Palmer sent me every species of kind exulta¬ 
tion. Mr. Burke was not in town. Mr. Seward wrote 
very heartily and cordially, and came also when ray Su¬ 
sanna was here. Mrs. Crewe immediately pressed me 
to come and recruit at Crewe Hall in Cheshire, where 
she promised me repose, and good air and gopd society. 


Mr. Windham to Dt. Burney. 

Dear Sir, July, 1791. 

I am shocked that circumstances of different sorts 
—among which one has been the hope of visiting you at 
Chelsea—should have delayed so long my acknowledg¬ 
ments for your very kind letter. 1 not only received with 
infinite satisfaction the intelligence which it contained, 
but I was gratified by being distinguished as one to whom 
such intelligence would be satisfactory. It was the com¬ 
mon cause of every one interested in the concerns of 
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' genius and literature. I have been alarmed of late, how¬ 
ever, by hearing that the evil has not ended with the oc¬ 
casion, but that Miss B.'s health is still far from being re¬ 
established. 1 hope the fact is not true in the extent in 
which I heard it stated. There are few of those who 
only admire Miss Burney’s talents at a distance, and have 
so little the honour of her acquaintance, who feel more 
interested in her welfare; nor could I possibly be insen¬ 
sible to a concern in which you must be so deeply 
affected. 

I should be very happy if, at any time when yon are 
in this neighbourhood, you would give me the chance of 
seeing you, and of hearing, 1 hope, a more favourable ac¬ 
count than seemed to be the amount of what 1 heard 
lately. 

W. W 



Sidmouth, D«ronihire. 

Monday, August 1st.— 1 have now been a week out 
upon roy travels, but have not had the means or the time, 
till this moment, to attempt their brief recited. 

Mrs. Ord called for me about ten in the morning. 1 
left my dearest father with the less regret, as his own 
journey to Mrs. Crewe was very soon to take place. 

It was a terribly rainy morning, but 1 was eager not to 
postpone the excurdon. 

As we travelled on towards Staines, I could scarcely 
divest myself of the idea that I was but making again my 
usual journey to Windsor > and I could with difficulty 
forbear calling Mrs. Ord Miss Planta during the whole 
of that well-known road. I did not, indeed, take her 
maid, who was our third in the coach, for Mr. De Lnc, 
or Mr. Turbulent; but the place she occupied made me 
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think much more of those 1 so long had had for my 
vis^a-vis than of herself. 

We went on no farther than to Bagshot: thirty miles 
was the extremity of our powers; but I bore them very 
tolerably, though variably. 

We put up at the best inn, very early, and then in> 
quired what we could see in the town and neighbour' 
hood. 

Nothing! ” was the concise answer of a staring house¬ 
maid. We determined, therefore, to prowl to the church¬ 
yard^ and read the tombstone inscriptions: but when we 
asked the way, the same woman, staring still more won- 
deriugly, exclaimed, Church! There’s no church nigh 
here!—There’s the Prince of Wales’s, just past the turn¬ 
ing. You may go and see that, if you will.” 

So on we walked towards this hunting villa: but after 
toiling up a long unweeded avenue, we had no sooner 
opened the gate to the parks than a few score of dogs, 
which were lying in ambush, set up so prodigious a variety 
of magnihceiit barkings, springing forward at the same 
time, that, content with having caught a brief view of the 
seat, we left them to lord it over the domain they re¬ 
garded as their own, and, with all due submission, pretty 
hastily shut the- gate, wiUiout troubling them to give us 
another salute. We returned to the inn, and read 
B--' — *8 ‘ Lives of the Family of the Boyles.* 

Tuesday, Auocst 2nd. —^We preceded to Pamham 
to breakfast, and thence walked to the Castle. The 
Bishop of Winchester, Mrs. North, and the whole family, 
are gone abroad. The Castle is a good old building, 
with as much of modem elegance and fashion inter¬ 
mixed in its alterations and fitting up as Mrs. North 
could possibly contrive to weave into its ancient gran¬ 
deur. They date the Castle from King Stephen, in 
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whose reign, as Norbury will tell us, the land was almost 
covered with such strong edifices, from his imprudent 
permission of building them, granted to appease the 
Barons, who were turned aside from the Empress Maud. 
I wished I could have climbed to the top of an old totver, 
much out of repair, but so high, that I fancied i could' 
thence have espied the hills of Norbury. However, I 
was ready to fall already, from only ascending the slope 
to reach the Castle. 

We arrived early at Winchester ; but the town was so 
full, as the judges were expected the next morning, that 
we could only get one bed-chamber, in which Mrs. Ord, 
her maid, and myself reposed. 

Just after we had been obliged to content ourselves 
with this scanty accommodation, we saw a very handsome 
coach and four horses, followed by a chaise and outriders, 
stop at the gate, and heard the mistress of the house de¬ 
clare she could not receive the company ; and the post¬ 
ilions, at the same time, protested the horses could go no 
farther. They inquired for fresh horses; there were 
none to be had in the whole city; and the party were all 
forced to remain, in their carriages, without horses, at 
the ion-gate, for the chance of what might pass on the 
road. 

We asked who they were, and our pity was doubled in 
finding them foreigners. 

We strolled about the upper part of the city, leaving 
the Cathedral for the next morning. We saw a large, 
uniforni, handsome palace, which is called by the in¬ 
habitants ''The King’s House,” and which was begun 
by Charles II. We did not, therefore, expect the ele¬ 
gant architecture of his father's days. One part, they 
told us, was particularly designed for Nell Gwynn. It 
was never finished, and neglect has taken place of time 
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in rendering it a most ruined structure^ though, as it bears 
no marks of antiquity, it has rather the appearance of 
owing its destruction to a fire than to the natural decay 
of age. It is so spacious, however, and stands so mag¬ 
nificently to overlook the city, that I wish it to be com¬ 
pleted for an hospital or infirmary. I have written Mrs. 
Schwellenberg an account of its appearance and state, 
which 1 am sure will be read by Her Majesty. 

When we returned to the inn, still the poor travellers 
were in the same situation: they looked so desolate, and 
could so indifierently make themselves understood, that 
Mrs. Ord good-naturedly invited them to drink tea with 
us. 

They most thankfully accepted the offer, and two ladies 
and two gentlemen ascended the stairs with us to our 
dining-room. The chaise had the female servants. 

The elder lady was so truly French—so vive and so 
iriste in turn—that she seemed formed from the written 
character of a Frenchwoman, such, at least, as we Eng¬ 
lish write them. She was very forlorn in her air, and 
very sorrowful in her countenance ; yet all action and 
gesture, and of an animation when speaking nearly fiery 
in its vivacity: neither pretty nor young, but neither 
ugly nor old; and her smile, which was rare, had 9. finesse 
very engaging; while iter whole deportment announced a 
person of consequence, and all her discourse told that she 
was well-informed, well-edncated, and well-bred. 

The other lady, whom they called Mademoiselle, as 
the first Madame, was young, dark, but clear and bright 
in her eyes and complexion, though without good features, 
or a manner of equal interest with the lady she accom¬ 
panied. Sensible she proved, however, and seemed 
happy in the general novelty around her. She spoke 
English pretty well, and was admired without mercy by 
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the rest of the party, as a perfect mistress of the language. 
The Madame spoke it very ill indeed, but pleasingly. 

Of the two gentiemen, one they called only Monsieur, 
and the other the Madame addressed as her brother. The 
Monsieur was handsome, ratlier tonnish, and of the high 
haughty ton, and seemed the devoted attendant or pro¬ 
tector of the Madame, who sometimes spoke to him al¬ 
most with asperity, from eagerness, and a tinge of wretch¬ 
edness and impatience, which coloured all she said ; 
and, at other times, softened off her vehemence with a 
smile -the most expressive, and which made its way to 
the mind immediately, by coming with sense and meaning, 
and not merely from good humour and good spirits, as the 
more frequent smiles of happier persons. 

The brother seemed lively and obliging, and entirely at 
the devotion of his sister, who gave him her commands 
with an authority that would not have brooked dispute. 

They told us they were just come from Southampton, 
which ^ey bad visited in their way from seeing the fleet 
at the Isle of Wight and Portsmouth, and they meant to 
go on now to Bath. 

We soon found they were aristocrats, which did better 
for them with Mrs. Ord and me than it would have done 
with you republicans of Norbury and Mickleham; yet I 
wish you had all met the Madame, and beard her indig¬ 
nant unhappiness. They had been in England but two 
months. They all evidently belonged to Madame, who 
appeared to me a fugitive just before the flight of the 
French King, or in consequence of bis having been taken. 

-pihe entered upon her wretched situation very soon, 
lamenting that he was, in fact, no King, and bewailing 
his want of courage for his trials. The Queen she never 

C ntioned. She spoke once or twice of son mart, but 
^ not say who or what be was, nor where. 
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“They say,” she cried," in France they have now liberty! 
Who has liberty, or the mob? Not les hon- 

netcs gens ; for those whose principles are known to be 
aristocratic must fly, or endure every danger and indig¬ 
nity. Ah! est-ce la la liherte?*' 

The Monsieur said he had always been the friend of 
liberty, such as it was in England; but in Prance it was 
general tyranny. “In England,” he cried, “he was a 
true democrat, though bieii aristoerate in France.’* 

“ At least,” said the poor Madame, “ formerly, in all 
the sorrow's of life, we had nos ierrcs to which we could 
retire, and there forget them, and dance, and sing, and 
laugh, and fling them all aside, till forced back to Paris. 
But now our villas are no protection: we may be safe, 
but the first oflence conceived by le peiiple is certain 
destruction ; and, without a moment’s warning, we may 
be forced to fly our own roofs, and see them and all we 
are worth burnt before our eyes, in horrible triumph.” 

This was all said in French. But the anguish of her 
countenance filled me with compassion, though it was 
scarcely possible to restrain a smile when, the moment 
after, she said sbe might be very wrong, but she hoped I 
would forgive her if she owned she preferred Paris in¬ 
comparably to London; and pitied me very unreservedly 
for never having seen that first of cities. 

Her sole hope, she said, for the overthrow of that 
anarchy in which the unguarded laxity of the King had 
plunged the first country in the world,— votis me par- 
donneres, mademoiselle, —was now from the German 
Princes, who, sbe flattered herself, would rise in their 
own defence. 

She told me, the next moment, of les spectacles 1 
should find at Southamptoov and asked me what she 
might expect at Bath of public amusement and buildings. 
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I was travelling, I said, for my health, and should 
visit no theatres, ball-rooms, &c., and could recommend 
none. 

She.did not seem to comprehend me; yet, in the 
midst of naming these places, she sighed as deeply from 
the bottom of her heart as if she had been forswearing 
the world for ever in despair. But it was necessary, 
she said, when unhappy, to go abroad (he more, pour sc 
distraire. 

In parting, they desired much to renew acquaintance 
with us when we returned to London. Mrs. Ord gave 
her direction to the Monsieur, who, in return, wrote 
theirs—"The French ladies. No. 30, Geirard-street, 
Soho.” 

They stayed till our early hounof retiring made Mrs. 
Ord suSer them to go. I was uneasy to know what 
would become of them. I inquired of a waiter: he un> 
feelingly laughed, and said, "O! they do well enough; 
they’ve got a room.” I asked if he could yet let them 
have beds to stay, or horses to proceed? "No,” an¬ 
swered be, sneeringly; **but it don’t matter; for, now 
they’ve got a room, they are as merry and capering as if 
they were going to dance.” 

Just after this, Mrs. Stephenson, Mrs. Ord’s maid, 
came running in. " La 1 ma’am,” she cried, " I've been 
so frighted, you can’t think: the French folks sent for 
me on purpose to ask t’other lady’s name, they said; and 
they had asked William before, so they knew it; but they 
said I must write it down, and where she lived ; so I was 
' forced to write ‘ Miss Buroey, Chelsea,’ and they fell a 
stalling so at one another.” 

’Twas impossible to help laughing; butwe desired her, 

in return, to send for one of their maids and ask their 

♦ 

names also. 
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She came bacli, and said she could not understand ibe 
maids, and so they had called one of the gentlemen, and 
he had written down Madame la Comtesse de Menage, 
et Mile, de Beaufort.” 

We found, afterwards, they bad sat up till two in the 
morning, and then procured horses and journeyed towards 
Oxford. 

Ah ! is this liberty, where one side alone predominates 
thus fiercely ? Liberty! the first, best, noblest gift for 
mankind, is mutual, reciprocal fur all parties: in France 
it seems to me but a change of despotism. I rejoice with 
my whole heart to see those redressed who have been in« 
jured ; but I feel horror, not joy, to see those oppressed 
who are guiltless. 1 have much, I own, to learn ere I 
can account for the predilection I see taken for a demoli* 
tion of tyranny by tyranny. They say I have heard but 
one side: it appears to me they think there is but one 
side. 

Wkdnesdav, Adoust 3rd. —We walked to the Ca¬ 
thedral, and saw it completely. Part of it remains from 
the original Saxon building, though neglected, except by 
travellers, as the rest of the church, is ample for all uses, ^ 
and alone kept in repair. The bones of eleven Saxon 
Kings are lodged in seven curious old chests, in which 
they were deposited after being dug up and disturbed in 
civil wars and ensuing confusioRS. The small number of 
chests is owing to the small proportion remaining of some 
of the skeletons, which occasioned their being united with 
others. The Saxon characters are in many inscriptions 
preserved, though in none entire. They were washing a 
plaster from the walls, to discern some curious old paint¬ 
ing, very miserable, but very entertaining, of old legends, 
which some aodquaries are now endeavouring to dis¬ 
cover. 
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William of Wjkham, by vrbom the Cathedral was 
built in its present form, lies buried, with his effigy and 
whole monument in very fine alabaster, and probably 
very like, as it was done, they aver, before be died. 

Its companion, equally superb, is Cardinal Beaufort, 
uncle of Harry VI. William Rufus, slain in the neigh¬ 
bouring forest, is buried in the old choir: his monument 
is of plain stone, without any inscription or ornament, 
and only shaped like a coffin. Hardyknute had a much 
more splendid monument preserved for him; but Harry I. 
had other business to attend, I presume, than to decorate 
the tomb of one brother while despoiling of his kingdom 
another. 

An extremely curious old chapel and monument re¬ 
main of Archbishop Langtoii, of valuable Gothic woik- 
mapship. The altar, which is highly adorned with gold, 
was protected in Cromwell's time by the address and 
skill of the Winton inhabitants, who ran up a slight wall 
before it, and deceived the Reformists, soi-disanti\ f 
could hardly quit this poor dear old building, so much 1 
was interested with its Saxon chiefs, its little queer niches, 
quaint images, damp, cells, mouldering walls, and mil- 
* dewed pillars. One chest contains the bones entire of 
Egbert, our first King. Edred, also, I distinguished. . 

The screen was given to this church by King Charles, 
and is the work of Inigp Jones. It is very simple in 
point of ornament, very complete in taste and elegance ; 
nevertheless, a screen of Grecian arcjiitecture in a cathe¬ 
dral of Gothic workmanship was ill, I think, imagined. 

« « * * « 

'*^We travelled through a most delicious country in parts 
of the New Forest, to Southampton. As I have twice 
been there before, what I had to say I suppose said. 

Thursday, August 4th.—W e proceeded to break- 
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fast at Rooisey. What a contrast this journej to that 1 
took two years ago in attendance upon Her Majesty! 
The roads now so empty, the towns so quiet; and then, 
what multitudes! what tumults of joy! and how gra¬ 
ciously welcomed! 

We went on to dine at Salisbury, a cify which, with 
their Majesties, I could not see for people. It seemed 
to have neither houses nor walls, but to be composed 
solely of faces. We strolled about the town, but 
the Cathedral was shut up to be repaired, much to our 
regret. 

Friday, August 5th. —We went to Stonehenge. 
Here I was prodigiously disappointed, at first, by the 
huge masses of stone so unaccountably piled at the sum¬ 
mit of Salisbury Plain. However, we alighted, and the 
longer I surveyed and considered them, the more aug¬ 
mented my wonder and diminished my disappointment. 

We then went on to Wilton. There I renewed my 
delight over the exquisite Vandykes, and with the statues, 
busts, and pictures, which agaio 1 sighingly quitted, witli 
a longing wish I might ever pass under that roof lime 
enough to see them more deliberately. We stopped in the 
Hans Holbein porch, and upon the Inigo Jones bridge, 
as long as wc could stand, after standing and staring 
and straining our eyes till our guide was quite fatigued. 
’Tis a noble collection; and how might it be enjoyed 
if, as an arch rustic old labouring man told us, fine folks 
lived as they ought to do! 

Sunday, August 7th. —We heard the service per¬ 
formed very well at Blandford Church, which is a very 
pretty edifice of late date, built, after the old one, with the 
whole town, had been totally consumed by fire, about a 
century ago. 

After an early dinner we set off for Milton Abbey, the 
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seat of Lord Milton. We aniTed, through very bad roads, 
at a village huilt by hU Lordship, very regularly, of white 
plaster, cut stone fashion and thatched, though every 
bouse was square and meant to resemble a gentleman's 
abode: a ver^ miserable mistake in his good Lordship, 
of an intended fine effect; for the sight of the common 
people and of the poor, labouring or strolling in and about 
these dwellings, made them appear rather to be reduced 
from belter days than flourishing in a primitive or na¬ 
tural state. 

Milton Abbey Chapel, however, made amends for all 
deficiencies. It is a beautiful old building, erected in the 
reign of Athelstan, of whom there is a terrible carved 
image in the act of presenting the church to a kneeling 
monk, who takes it into his baud. 

Lord Milton is now restoring this building, under the 
direction of Wyatt. It is a really sweet structure, in the 
lightest and most pleasing style of Gothic taste. 

The Mansion-house, partly constructed from the old 
Abbey and partly new, is spacious an'd superb. There is 
a magnificent hall in excellent preservation, of evident 
Saxou workmanship, and extremely handsome, though 
not of the airy beauty of the chapel. There are, also, 
some good pictures of the Dutch school, and some 
of admirable architectural perspective; but the house¬ 
keeper could tell no names of painters. 

The situation of this Abbey is truly delicious: it is in 
a vale of extreme fertility and richness, surrounded by 
hills of the most exquisite form, and mostly covered with 
hanging woods, but so varied in their growth and groups, 
'■'that the eye is perpetually fresh caught with objects of 
admiration. ’Tis truly a lovely place. 

Hence we proceeded to Dorchester, which again di¬ 
verted me much by its comic, irregular, odd old houses. 
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But the town, after having seen it with the King and 
. Queen, appeared quite depopulated. 

Monday, August 8th. —We proceeded to Bridport, 
a remarkably clean town, with the air so clear and pure, 
it seemed a new climate. Hence we set out, after dinner, 
for Lyme, and the road through which we travelled is the 
most beautiful to which my wandering destinies have 
yet sent me. It is diversified with all that can compose 
luxuriant scenery, and with just as much of the approach 
to sublime as is in the province of unterrific beauty. The 
hills are the highest, I fancy, in the south of this country— 
the boldest and noblest; the vales of the finest verdure, 
wooded and watered ns if only to give ideas of finished 
landscapes; while the whole, from time to time, rises 
into still superior grandeur, by opeuings between the 
heights that terminate the view with the splendour of the 
British Channel. 

There was no going on in the carriage through such 
enchanting scenes; we got out upon the hills, and walked 
till we could walk no longer. 

The descent down to Lyme is uncommonly steep; and 
Indeed is very striking, from the magnificence of the ocean 
that washes its borders. Chidiock and Charmouth, two 
villages between Bridport and Lyme, are the very pret* 
tiest 1 have ever seen. 

During the whole of this post 1 was fairly taken away, 

not only from the world but from myself, and completely 

wrapped up and engrossed by the pleasures, wonders, 

and charms of animated nature, thus seen in fair per¬ 
fection. 

Lyme, however, brought me to myself; for the part by 
the sea, where we fixed our abode, was so dirty and fishy 
that 1 rejoiced when we left it. 

Tuesday, August 9th. —^We travelled to Sidmoutb. 

VOL. V. 
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And here we have taken up our abode for a week. It 
was all devoted to rest and sea-air. 

Sidmouth is built in a vale by the sea-coast, and the 
terrace for company is nearer to the ocean than any 1 
have elsewhere seen, and therefore both more pleasant 
and more commodious. The little bay is of a most 
peaceful kind, and the sea was as calm and gentle as the 
Thames. I longed to bathe, but 1 am in no state now 
to take liberties with myself, and, having no advice at 
hand, 1 ran no risk. 

Nothing has given me so much pleasure since 1 came 
to this place as our landlady's account of her own and 
her town's loyalty. She is a baker, a poor widow woman, 
she told us, who lost her husband by his fright in thinking 
he saw a ghost, just after her mother was drowned. She 
carries on the business, with the help of her daughter, a 
girl about fifteen. We could get no other lodgings, so 
full was the town; and these are near the sea, though 
otherwise not desirable. 

I inquired of her if she bad seen the Royal Family when 
they visited Devonshire ? ** Yes, sure, ma’am!” she cried; 
" there was ne’er a soul left in all this place for going 
out to see ’em. My daughter and I rode a double horse, 
and we went to Sir George Young’s, and got into the 
park, for we knew the housekeeper, and she gave my 
dau^ter a bit to taste of the King's dinner when they 
had all done, and she said she might talk on it when she 
was a old woman.” 

1 asked another good woman, who came in for some 
flour, if she had been of the party? "No,” she said. 
" she was ill, but she had had holiday enough upon the 
King’s recovery, for there was such a holiday then as the 
like was not in all England.” 

, « Yes, sure, ma’am,” cried the poor baker-woman," we 
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all did our best then, for there was ne’er a town in all Eng* 
land like Sidmouth for rejoicing. Why, 1 baked a hundred 
and ten penny loaves for the poor, and so did every 
baker in town, and there’s three; and the gentry sub* 
scribed for it. And the gentry roasted a bullock and cut 
it ail up, and we all eat it, in the midst of the rejoicing. 
And then we had such a fine sermon, it made us all cry; 
there was a more tears shed than ever was known, all for 
over-joy. And they had the King drawed, and dressed up 
all in gold and laurels, and they put un in a coach and 
eight horses, and carried un about; and all the grand 
gentlemen in the town, and all nbouts, come in their own 
carriages to join. And they had the finest band of music 
in all England singing ‘ God save the King,’ and every soul 
joined in the chorus, and all not so much because he was 
a King, but because they said a was such a worthy gen* 
tlemau, and that the like of him was never known in this 
nation before; so we all subscribed for the illuminations 
for that 'reason,—some a shilling, some a guinea, and 
some a penny,—for no one begrudged it, as a was such 
a worthy person." 

The other woman and the daughter then united in the 
recital, and gave it with such heartiness and simplicity, 
that at last 1 was forced to leave them a little abruptly, 
for I fairly lost all voice to answer them, from the lively 
sensations of pleasure which such proofs of the popularity 
of the good and dear King always give me. The two 
women both cried also, and that was far more wonderful. 

This good Mrs. Dare has purchased images of all the 

and I had them in my 
apartment—King, Queen, Prince of Wales, Dukes of 
York, Clarence, Kent, Sussex, Cumberland, and Cam¬ 
bridge; Princess Royal, and Princesses Augusta, Eliza, 
Mary, Sophia, and Amelia. God bless them all! 

R 2 
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TnusDAY, August 16tu.—W e quitted Sidmouth, and 
proceeded through the finest country possible to 
month, to see that celebrated spot of beauty. 

The next morning Tve crossed the Ex and visited Pow> 
derham Castle. Its appearance, noble and antique with* 
out, loses all that character from French finery and minute 
elegance and gay trappings within. The present owner. 
Lord Courtney, has fitted it up in the true Gallic taste, 
and every room has the air of being ornamented for a 
gain. Some few good pictures, however, were worth all 
the rest, but the housekeeper knew notliing of their mas* 
ters, though their merit seemed to me highly and greatly 
to deserve appropriation. A connoisseur would require 
no name, and I am as happy in amusing myself with 
turning nonieiiclator as if I had studied under Mr. Lock. 

In the great room is a family picture by Sir Joshua. 
The late Lord and Lady, and all tlie present race, consist¬ 
ing, I think, of tliirteen, are exhibited: but the picture has 
too much glare of beauty, and beauty of one style and 
character, to make it of great effect. Couirast seems so 
essential, that an ugly boy or girl would render the piece 
delightful! ’Tis pity one cannot maim one part of a 
family to show oflf the rest to advantage I 

The housekeeper did not let us see half the castle; she 
only look us to those rooms which the present Lord has 
modernized and fitted up in the sumptuous French taste ; 
the old part of the castle she doubtless thought would 
disgrace him; forgetting—or rather never knowing—tliat 
the old part alone was worth a traveller’s curiosity, since 

the rest might be anticipated by a visit to any celebrated 
cabinet-maker. 

Thence we proceeded to Star Cross to dine; and saw 
on the opposite coast the house of Sir Francis Drake, 
whidi was built by his famous ancestor. 



OF THE AUTHOR OF EVFJUNA. 


245 


1791] 


Here we saw a sight that remintled me of the drawings 
of Webber from the South Sea Isles; women scarce 
clothed at all, with feet and legs entirely naked, straw 
bonnets of uncouth shapes tied on their beads, a sort of 
man’s jacket on their bodies, and their short coats pinned 
up in the form of concise trousers, very succinct! and a 
basket on each ai'ni, strolling along with wide mannish 
strides to the borders of the river, gathering cockles. They 
looked, indeed, miserable and savage. 

Hence we wetit, through very beautiful roads, to Exeter. 
That great old city is too narrow, too populous, too dirty, 
and too ill-paved, to meet with my applause. We saw 
the cathedral, in which there is but little to be seen, 
though Alhelstan was its patron, who was patron also of 
the exquisite chapel of Milton Abbey. 

Next morning we breakfasted at Collumpton, and 
visited its church. Here we saw the remains of a once 
extremely rich Gothic structure, though never large, 
Tliere is all the appearance of its having been the church 
of an abbey before the Reformation. It is situated in a 
deep but most fertile vale; its ornaments still retain so 
much of gilding, painting, and antique splendour, as could 
never have belonged to a mere country church. The 
wood carving, too, though in ruins, is most laboriously 
well done; the roof worked in blue aud gold, lighter, 
but in the style of the Royal Chapel at St. James's. We 
were quite surprised to 6iid such a structure in a tow n so 
little known or named. One aisle was added by a clothier 
of the town in the reign of Edward VI.; probably 
upon its first being used as a Protestant and public place 
of worship. This is still perfect, but very clumsy and 
inelegant compared with the ancient part. The man, to 
show he gloried in the honest profession whence he de¬ 
rived wealth for this good purpose, has his arms at one 
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comer, with his name, J. Lane, in Gothic characters, and 
on the opposite corner bis image, terribly worked in the 
wall, with a pair of shears in one hand, so large as to cut 
across the figure downwards, almost obscuring all but his 
feet. Till the Cicerone explained this, I took the idea for a 
design of Death, placed where most conspicuously he 
might show himself, ready to cut in two the poor objects 
that entered the church. 

A statue of Edward VI., very young, is in front with¬ 
out. He repaired the old church. 

There was only a poor wretched ragged woman, a 
female clerk, to show us thb church. She pays a man 
for doing the duty, while she receives the salary, in right 
of her deceased husband! 

pRiDAY, August 19th.— To vary the scenery we 
breakfasted at Bridgewater, in as much dirt and noise, 
from the judges filling the town, as at Taunton we had 
enjoyed neatness and quiet. We walked beside the river, 
which is navigable from the Bristol Channel ; and a stream 
more muddy, and a quay more dirty and tarry and pitchy, 

I would not covet to visit again. 1 1 is here called the 
Perrot. 

Thence, however, we proceeded to what made amends 
for all—the ruins of Glastonbury Abbey. These are the 
most elegant remains of monkish grandeur I have ever 
chanced to see,—^tbe forms, designs, ornaments,—all that 
is left is in the highest perfection of Gofiiic beauty. Five 
hundred souls, the people told us, were supported in this 
abbey and its cloisters. 

A chapel of Joseph of Arimatbea has the outworks 
' nearly entire, and I was quite bewitched with their antique 
beauty. But the entrance into the main front of the 
abbey is stupendous; its height is such that the eye aches 
to look up at it, though it is now curtailed, by no part of 
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its arch remaining, except the first inclination towards 
that form, which shows it to have been the entrance. Not 
a bit of roof remains in any part. All the monuments 
that were not utterly decayed or destroyed have been re¬ 
moved to Wells. Mere walls alone are left here, except 
the monks’ kitchen. 

4 

This is truly curious: it is a circular building, with a 
dome as high—higher I fancy—than the Pantheon's; four 
immense fireplaces divide it into four parts at the bottom, 
and an oven still is visible. One statue is left in one 
niche, which the people about said was of the abbot’s 
chief cook! 

If this monastery was built by the famous old cruel 
hypocrite abbot, Dunstan, 1 shall grieve so much taste 
was bestowed on such a wretch. We had only labourers 
for our informants. But one boy was worth hearing; he 
told me there was a well of prodigious depth, which he 
showed me; and this well had long been dried up, and 
so covered over as to be forgotten, till his grandfather 
dreamed a dream that the water of this well would restore 
him from a bad state of health to good; so he dug, and 
the well was found, and he drank the water and was 
cured! And since then the poor came from all parts 
who were afflicted with diseases, and drank the water and 
were cured. One woman was now at Glastonbury to try 
it, and already almost well! 

What strange inventions and superstitions even the 
ruins of what had belonged to St. Dunstan can yet en¬ 
gender ! I'he Glastonbury thorn we forgot to ask for. 

Hence we proceeded to Wells. Here we waited, as 
usual, upon the cathedral, which received our compli¬ 
ments with but small return of civility. There was little 
to be seen without, except old monuments of old abbots 
removed from Glastonbury, so inferior in workmanship 
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and design to the abbey once containing them, that I 
was rather displeased than gratibed by the sight. They 
have also a famous clock, brought from the abbey at its 
general demolition. This exhibits a set of horses with 
riders, who curvet a dance round a bell by the pulling a 
string, with an agility comic enough, and fitted to serve 
for a puppet-show; which, in all probability, was its 
in order to recreate the poor monks at their hours 

4 

is also a figure of St Dunstan, who regularly 
strikes the <]uarters of every hour by clock-work, and 
who holds in his hand a pair of tongs,—the same I sup¬ 
pose as those with which he was wont to pull the devil by 
the nose, in their nocturnal interviews. 

The outside of ibis cathedral is the most perfect of 
any I have seen, for not a niche lias lost its “ unhappy 
divinity.” 

The old castle of Wells is now the palace for the 
bishop. It is moated still, and looks dreary, secluded, 
and in the bad old style. 

At night, upon a deeply deliberate investigation in the 
medical way, it was suddenly resolved that we should 
proceed to Bath instead of Bristol, and that I should try 
there first the stream of King Bladud. So now, at this 
moment, here we are. 

Qoeeo Square, Bafh. 

Saturday, August 20th. —Bath is extremely altered 
sincellastvisitedit. Its circumference is perhaps trebled ; 

but its buildings are so unfinished, so spread, so every¬ 
where beginning and nowhere ending, that it looks rather 
like a space of ground lately fixed upon for erecting a 
town, than a town itself, of so many years' duration. 

It is beauUful and wonderful throughout. The hills 
are built up and down, and (he vales so stocked with 
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streets and houses, that, in some places, from the ground^ 
floor on one side a street, you cross over to the attic of 
your opposite neighbour. The white stone, wlierc clean, 
has a beautiful effect, and, even where worn, a grand one. 
But 1 must not write a literal Bath Guide, and a figura* 
tive one Anstcy has all to himself. 1 will only tell you 
in brief, yet in truth, it looks a city of palaces, a town of 
hills,*aDd a bill of towns. 

O how have I thought, in patrolling it, of my poor Mrs. 
Thrale! I went to look (and sigh at the sight) at the house 
on the North Parade where we dwelt, and almost every 
old place brings to my mind some scene in which we 
were engaged;—in tiie Circus, the houses then Mi-s. 
Montagu’s and Mrs. Choliiiley’s; in Brock*8treet, Mrs. 
Vanbrugh’s ; in Church-street, Mrs. Lambart’s; in tlie 
Crescent, Mr. Whalley’s; in Alfred-street, Mrs. Bowd- 
ter’s; at the Belviderc, Mrs. Byron, Miss Leigh, and 
Lord Mulgrave, &c. &c. &c. 

Besides the constant sadness of all recollections that 
bring fresh to my thoughts a breach with a friend once so 
loved, bow are most of the families altered and dispersed 
in these absent ten years! From Mrs. Montagu's, Miss 
Gregory, by a marriage disapproved, is removed for everj 
from Mrs. Cholmley’s, by the severer blow of death. Lady 
Mulgrave is separated ; Mrs. Lambart, by the same blow, 
has lost the brother. Sir Philip Clerke, who brought us 
to her acquaintance; Mr. Bowdler and his excellent eldest 
daughter have yielded to the same stroke; Mrs. Byron 
has followed; Miss Leigh has been married and widowed ; 
Lord Mulgrave has had the same hard lot; and, besides 
these, Mrs. Cotton, Mrs. Thrale’s aunt, Lady Millar, 
ami Mr. Thrale himself, are no more. 

In another ten years, another writer, perhaps, may 
make a list to us of yet deeper interest. Well, we live 
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but to die, aud are led but to follow. 'Tis best, therefore, 
to think of these matters till they occur with slackened 
emotion. 

August 31st. —I have kept no regular memoraudums ; 
but I shall give you the history of the Bath fortnight of 
this month as it rises in my memory. 

I found I had no acquaintance here, except Dr. Har-' 
rington, who is ill, Mrs. Hartley, who is too lame for 
visiting, and the Vanbrughs; and though Mrs. Ord, from 
her frequent residence here, knows many of the settled 
inhabitants, she has kindly complied with my request of 
being dispensed from making new visits. 

Soon after Sve came, while I was finishing some letters, 
aud quite alone, Mrs. Ord’s servant brought me word 
Lady Spencer would ask me how I did, if 1 was well 
enough to receive her. Of course 1 begged she might 
come up-stairs. 

I have met her two or three times at my dearest Mrs. 
J!)elany's, where I met, also, with marked civilities from 
her. 1 knew she was here, with her unhappy daughter. 
Lady Duncannon, whom she assiduously nurses, aided 
by her more celebrated other daughter, the Duchess of 
Devonshire. 

She made a very flattering apology for coming, and 
then began to converse upon my beloved Mrs. Delany, 
aud thence to subjects more general. She is a sensible 
and sagacious character, inteUigent, polite, and agreeable; 
and she spends her life in such exercises of active charity 
and zeal, that she would be one of the most exemplary 
women of rank of the age, had she less of show in iter 
exertions, and more of forbearance in publishing them. 
My dear oracle, however, once said, vainglory must not 
be despised or discouraged, when it operated but as a 
human engine for great or good deeds. 
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She spoke of liady Duncannon’s situation with much 
sorrow^ and expatiated upon her resignation to her fate, 
her prepared state for death, and the excellence of her 
principles, with an eagerness and feeling that quite over¬ 
whelmed me with surprise and embarrassment. 

Her other daughter she did not mention; but her 
grand-daughter. Lady Geoi^iana Cavendish, she spoke 
of w'ilh rapture. Miss Trimmer, also, the eldest daughter 
of the exceeding worthy Mrs. Trimmer, she named with 
a regard that seemed quite affectionate. She told me 
she had the care of the young Lady Cavendishes, but was 
in every respect treated as if one of themselves. 

The name of Mrs. Trimmer led us to talk ofthe Sun¬ 
day-schools and Schools of Industry. They are both in 
a very nourishing state at Bath, and Lady Spencer has 
taken one school under her own immediate patronage. 

The next day, of course, 1 waited on her; she was out. 
But the following day, which was Sunday, she sent me a 
message up-stairs to say she would take me to see the 
Sunday-school, if I felt well enough to desire it. 

She waited below for iny answer, which, of course, \ 
carried down in my proper person, ready hatted and 
cloaked. 

It was a most interesting sight. Such a number of 
poor innocent children, all put into a way of right, most 
taken immediately from every way of wrong, lifting up 
their little hands, and joining in those prayers and sup¬ 
plications for mercy and grace, which, even if they under¬ 
stand not, must at least impress them with a general idea 
of religion, a dread of evil, and a love of good; it was, 
indeed, a sight to expand the best hopes of the heart. 

I felt very much obliged to my noble conductress, with 
whom I had much talk upon the subject in our walk 
back. Her own little school, of course, engaged us the 
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most. She told me that the next day six of her little 
girls were to be new clothed, by herself, in honour of 
the birthday of the Duke of Devonshire’s second daughter, 
Lady Harriot Cavendish, who was to come to her grand¬ 
mamma's house to see the ceremony. To this sight she 
also invited me, and I accepted her kindness with plea¬ 
sure. 

The following day, therefore, Monday, I obeyed Lady 
Spencer’s time, and at sis o’clock was at her house in 
Gay-streeL My good Mrs. Ord, to make my leaving 
her quite easy, engaged herself to go at the same hour to 
visit Mrs. Hartley. 

Lady Spencer had Mrs. Mary Pointz and Miss Trim¬ 
mer with her; and the six children, just prepared for 
Lady Harriot, in their new gowns, were dismissed from 
their examination, upon my arrival, and sent down-stairs 
to wait the coming of her little Ladyship, who, having 
dined with her mamma, was later than her appointment. 

Lady Spencer introduced me to Miss Trimmer, who is 
a pleasing, but not pretty young woman, and seems 
born with her excellent mother's aniiableness and serenity 
of mind. 

Lady Georgiana is just eight years old. She has a 
line, animated, sweet, and hand 80 D)e countenance, and 
the form and figure of a girl of ten or twelve years of 
age. Lady Harriot, who this day was six years old, is by 
no means so handsome, but has an open and pleasing 
countenance, and a look of the most happy disposition. 
Lady Spencer brought her to me immediately. 

I inquired after the young Marquis of Hartington. 
Lady Spencer told me they never trusted him from the 
Upper Walks, near his house, in Marlborough-buildings. 
He has a house of his own near the Duke's, and a car¬ 
riage entirely to himself; but you will see the necessity 
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of these appropriations, when I remind you he is now 
fourteen months old. 

Lady Spencer had now a ioUery~*~without blanks, you 
will suppose-~of playthings and toys for the children. 
She distributed the prizes, and Lady Dnneannon held the 
tickets. 

During this entered Lord Spencer, the son of Lady 
Spencer, who was here only for three days, to see his 
sister Duncannon. They had all dined with the little 
Lady Harriot. The Duke is now at Chutsworth, in 
Derbyshire. 

I thought of Lord Spencer’s kindness to Charles, and 
I recollected he was a favourite of Mr. Windham. I 
saw him, therefore, with very different ideas to thosu 
raised by the sight of his poor sister Duncannon, to 
whom he made up wiih every mark of pitying affection ; 
she, meanwhile, receiving him with the most expressive 
pleasure, though nearly silent. I could not help feeling 
touched, in defiance of ail obstacles. 

Presently followed two ladle;. Lady Spencer, with a 
look and manner warmly announcing pleasure in what 
she was doing, then introduced me to the first of them, 
saying, ‘‘ Duchess of Devonshire, Miss Burney.*’ 

She made me a very civil compliment upon hoping 
my health was recovering; and Lady Spencer then, 
slightly, and as if unavoidably, said, Lady Elizabeth 
Porster.” 

I liave neglected to mention, in its place, that the six 
poor little girls had a repast in the garden, and Lady' 
Georgians earnestly begged leave to go down and see and 
speak with them. She applied to Lady Spencer. “ O 
grandmamma,” she cried, pray let me go! Mamma says 
it all depends upon you.” The Duchess expressed some 
fear lest there might be any illness or disorder amongst 
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the poor things: Lady Spencer answered for them; and 
Lady Georgiana, with a sweet delight, flew down into 
the garden, all the. rest accompanying, and Lady Spencer 
and the Duchess soon following. 

It was a beautiful sight, taken in all its dependencies, 
from the windows. Lord Spencerpresently joined them. 

To return to the Duchess. I did not find so much 
beauty in her as 1 expected, notwidistandiiig the variations 
of accounts; but I found far more of manner, politeness, 
and gentle quiet. She seems by nature to possess the 
highest animal spirits, but she appeared to me not happy. 
I thought she looked oppressed within, though there is a 
native cheerfulness about her which 1 fancy scarce ever 
deserts her. 

There is in her face, especially when she speaks, a 
sweetness of good-humour and obligingness, that seem to 
be the natural and instinctive qualities of her disposition; 
joined to an openness of countenance that announces her 
endowed, by nature, with a character intended wholly for 
honesty, fairness, and good purposes. 

She now convened with me wholly, and in so soberly 
sensible and quiet a manner, as 1 had imagined incom- 
})atible with her powers. Too much and too little credit 
have variously been given her. About me and my health 
she was more civil than I can well tell vou; not from 
prudery—I have none, in these records, raethinks!—but 
from its being mixed into all that passed. We talked 
over my late tour, Bath waters, and the King’s illness. 
This, which was led to by accident, was here a tender 
subject, considering her heading the Begency squadron ; 
however, I have only one line to pursue, and from that I 
can never vary. I spoke of my own deep distress from 
his sufferings without reserve, and of the distress of the 
Qu^n with the most avowed compassion and respect. 
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She was extremely well-bred ia all she said herself, and 
seemed willing to keep up the subject. 1 fancy no one 
has just in the same way treated it with her Grace before; 
however, she took all in good part, though to have found 
me retired in discontent had perhaps been more conge¬ 
nial to her. But 1 have been sedulous to make them all 
know the contrary. Nevertheless, as I am eager to be 
considered apart from all party, I was much pleased, after 
all this, to have her express herself very desirous to keep 
up our acquaintance, ask many questions as to the chance 
of my remaining jn Bath, most politely hope to profit 
from it, and, finally, inquire niy direction. 

Poor Mrs. Ord is quite in dismay at this acquaintance, 
and will believe no good of them, and swallows all that is 
said of evil. In some points, however, I have found her 
so utterly misinformed, that 1 shall never make over into 
her custody and management my opinion of the world. 
She thinks the worst, and judges the most severely, of all 
mankind, of any person I have ever known; it is the 
standing imperfection of her character, and so ungenial, 
so nipping, so blighting, it sometimes damps all my 
pleasure in her society, since my living with her has shown 
the extent of her want of all chanty towards her fellows. 

I always wonder how people, good themselves as she 
is, can make up their minds to supposing themselves so 
singular. 

Lady Elizabeth, however, has the character of being so 
alluring, that Mrs. Holroyd told me it was the opinion of 
Mr. Gibbon no man could withstand her, and that, if she 
chose to beckon the Lord Chancellor from his woolsack, 
in full sight of the world, he could not resist obedience ! 

Not long after our settling at Bath, I found, upon re¬ 
turning from the Pump-room, cards left for me of the 
Bishop of Bromore (Dr. Percy), Mrs. and the Mjss 
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Percys. I bad met them formerly once at Miss Reynolds’s, 
and once visited them when Dr. Percy was Dean of Car¬ 
lisle, The collector and editor of the beautiful reliques 
of ancient English poetry, 1 could not but be happy to 
again see. I returned the visit: they were out; but the 
Bishop soon after came when I was at home. I bad a 
pleasant little chat with him. He told me he had heard of 
my arrival at Bath by Lady Spencer. He renewed an 
acquaintance after this with Mrs. Ord, and wc have alt 
visited and been visited by Uiem. 

The Bishop is perfectly easy and unassuming, very 
communicative, and, though not very entertaining because 
too prolix, he is otherwise intelligent and of good com¬ 
merce. Mrs. Percy is ill, and cannot make visits, though 
she sends her name and receives company at home. She 
is very uncultivated and ordinary in manners and con¬ 
versation, but a good creature, and much delighted to talk 
over the Royal Family, to one of whom she was formerly 
a nurse. Miss Percy is a natural and very pleasing 
character. 

Queeii'gSquue, Batlu 

Srptemuer. —With what pleased and full sensations 
do I here begin a month I shall end with my beloved 
readers ! O that such a time should be really approach¬ 
ing ! when in peace, with ease, in natural spirits, and 
with a mind undisturbed, I may visit Mickleham, and re¬ 
visit Norbnry Park. 

I shall attempt now no journal; but just give a few 
xnemoraodums for my own dilating upon at our meeting. 

About a week ago I was surprised with a visit from 
Mrs. and Miss Preston. The former was daughter of 
a most intimate friend of Mrs. Delany. I have met 
her at the house of that lady, who also brought her 
once to my apartment at the Queen’s Lodge, that she 
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might see the Royal Family from my windows. Any> 
thing that relates to Mrs. Delany is claim enough for 
me; otherwise she is not pleasing, and she has too much 
pretension, under a forced veil of humility, to improve 
upon acquaintance. I was much more satisfied with her 
daughter, who is sister of young Mrs. Talbot, in your 
iieigUbourhood, She is very pretty, and seems lively and 
sensible. I do not wonder 1 was struck with her, fur I 
have since iieard from Mrs. Vanbrugh that Mr. Wind¬ 
ham, when at Bath, was quite in love with her; that is, 
such love as belongs to admiration, and as leads to flirta¬ 
tion, and ends in nothing at all. 

• * « • • 

One evening I spent at an acquaintance of Mrs. 
Ord’s when 1 grew too well fur longer refusal; and this 
was to visit Mrs. Horseman, a very old, very little, very 
civil, very ancient-familied, good, quaint old lady. She 
talked to me of nothing but the Court, having known Mrs. 
Schwellenbcrg and Mrs. Stmnforth when they were at 
Balh. 

***«*« 

Three days before we left Bath, as I was coming with 
Mrs. Ord from the Pump-room, we encountered a chair 
from which a lady repeatedly kissed her hand and bowed 
to me. 1 was too nearsighted to distinguish who she was, 
till, coming close, and a little stopped by more people, 
she put her face to the glass, and said How d’ye do? 

How d’ye do ?” and I recollected the Duchess of Devon¬ 
shire. 

About an hour after I had again the honour of a visit 
from her, and with Lady Dowager Spencer. I was 
luckily at home alone, Mrs. Ord having dedicated the 
rest of the morning to her ow n visits. I received them, 
therefore, with great pleasure. I now saw the Duchess 
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far more easy and lively in her spirits, and, consequently, 
farmore lovely in her person. Vivacity is so much her cha¬ 
racteristic, that her style of beauty requires it indispensably; 
the beauty, indeed, dies away without it. I now saw how 
her fame for personal charms had been obtained ; the ex¬ 
pression of her smiles is so very sweet, and has an inge¬ 
nuousness and openness so singular, that, taken in those 
moments, not the most rigid critic could deny the justice 
of her personal celebrity. She was quite gay, easy, and 
charming : indeed, that last epithet might have been 
coined for her. 

The last person I saw at Bath was Lady Spencer, who, 
late in the evening, and in the midst of our packing, came 
and sat for a very pleasant half-hour. 

This has certainly been a singular acquaintance for me— 
that the iirst visit I should make after leaving the Queen 
should be to meet the head of the opposition public, the 
Duchess of Devonshire! 


Saturday, September IOtii. —left Bath in a 
beautiful morning, in Mrs. Ord’s coach and four, and ar¬ 
rived at very good dinner-time at Dunstan Park, where 
my sweet and most lovely Mrs. —— received us with 
open aims. 

The next day, Sunday, w'e spent at Sandleford, the 
place of Mrs. Montagu. She lives but a few miles from 
Dunstan Pai'k, and sent over to invite us. We found no 
company but Mrs. Mathew, who continues as much a 
«favourite with me as ever, and her four noble little children, 
all born since my Royal abode. We bad a delightful day 
here ; and here we left Mrs. Ord. She was to spend two 
nights at Sandleford, and then to return to Bath. I took 
leave of her with the most affectionate gratitude for her 
extraordiov? end most active friendship; and the remem- 
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brance of the almost only foible she has, a cynical spirit, 
was nearly buried in a better and fuller sense of her 
nobler qualities, as well as of her distin{'uishitig kindness. 

Mrs. Mathew most heartily invited me to spend a 
little lime with her and her sposo in Kent, which, if it 
can be contrived, I shall do with pleasure. 

Mond.w, SKPTE^tBF.R 12tii. —My dear M-. as 

1 still always call her when I speak or write to her, ac¬ 
companied me near forty miles on my way to Micklehani. 

Here I stop.—I came to niy dearest SSusun,—J was 
received by iny dearest Fie(ly,~^aud, at length, just where 
I most wished, I finished. 

N.n. As our frequent interruptions prevented my 
reading you and my Fredy a paragraph from niy father 
concerning Mr. Burke, which, for my .sake, 1 know you 
will like, I will here copy it:— 

I dined with Sir Joshua last week, and met Mr. 
Burke, his brotlier, Mr. Malone, the venerable Bishop of 
St. Pol de Jjeon, and a French Abbo or Chevalier. 1 
found Mr. Burke in the room on my arrival, and after the 
first very cordial civilities were over, he asked me, with 
great eagerness, whether I thought he might go in his 
present dress to pay his respects to Miss Burney; and 
was taking up his hat, till 1 told him you were out of 
town. He imagined, I suppose, you were in St, Martin's- 
street, W'here he used to call upon you. In talking over 
your health, the recovery of your liberty and of society, 
he said, if Johnson had been alive, your history would 
have furnished him with an additional and interesting 
article to his ‘ Vanity of Human Wishes.’ He said he had 
never been more mistaken in bis life. He thought the 
Queen had never behaved more amiably, or shown more 
good sense, than in approjuMIliiig you to her service ; but 
what a service bad it turned out!—a coiihnemeot to such u 

8 2 
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companion ns Mrs. Scliwellenberg!—Here exclamations 
of severity and kindness in turn lasted a consiHeraljle 
time.” 

If ev’er I see Mr. Burke where he speaks to me upon 
this subject. I will openly state to him how impossible 
it was that the Queen should conceive the subserviency 
expected, so unjustly and unwarrantably, by Mrs. Schwel- 
lenberg; to whom I ought only to have belonged offici¬ 
ally, and at official hours, unless the desire of further 
intercourse had been reciprocal. The Queen had imagined 
that a younger and more lively colleague would have 
made her faithful old servant happier; and that idea was 
merely amiable in Her Mnje.sty, who could little suspect 
the misery inflicted on that poor new colleague. 

From Dr. Burm-y to Miss Burney. 

My dear Fanny, Cheb« CvlUgr, 8th October, 1791. 

♦ ♦ • • 

And so prepare for your departure on Thursday: we shall 
expect you here to dinner by four.—The great grubbery 
will be in nice order for you, as well as the little; both 
have lately had many accessions of new books. The ink 
is good, good pens in plenty, and the most pleasant and 
smooth paper in the world ! 

“ Come, Rosalind, oh come and sef>, 

What quires are in store for thee,” &c. 

I have scribbled nothing but letters lately, save a 

touch at Mr. J-u’s pert and arrogant pamphlet Poor 

Metastasio lies stock still, and has ever since I lost my 
amanuensis, Bessy Young, now Hoole. I have idly gut 
into miscellaneous reading—the Correspondence of Vol¬ 
taire, Soame Jenyns’s works, Aikin’s Poems. Mr. 
Beckford's * Jamaica,’ twoivolumes.—How I want Mr. 
Lock to read them ! and how he wants him to see the 
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iliawings he had made there,—in Spain, Italy, &c.,—that 
he has preserved frutn the wreck of his all during the 
hurricane at Jamaica! ‘‘But,** says he, “ Mr. L>. wilt 
never think of coming to such a place as this ! ” (the 
Fleet Prison.) 

I intend to try to get Sir Joshua and Sir Joseph Banks, 
his old acquaintances, to visit him there with me. I was 
with the dear, worthy, and charming man, two hours on 
Wednesday, and love iiim and honour him more than 
ever. WJiat a place—surrounded with fresh horrors!— 
for the habitation of such a man! 

My most worthy and good nephew Charles, of Titch* 
held-street, goes to him generally once a week, and 
dines, and plays to him on a miserable pianoforte or 
five or six hours at a time. W’bat a long parenthesis !— 

M ajor Rennell has been so kind as to give me a copy of 
the memoir belonging to his admirable map of Hindoo- 
staii, which is unt of print. It teaches more about India 
than nil the books besides that have ever been written. I 
think you will voraciously devour this. It is Dr. Ro> 
bertson's great resource in the disquisitions he has lately 
published on India. I have likewise just got Ruchou's 
‘ Voyage a Madagascar, et aux Indes Orientales,’ which 1 
like very much. 

Say millions of kindnesses to dear Susey for tis all; I 
have neither time nor space to say more myself than that 

I am yours very affectionately, 

• C.B. 

Cbelsea College. 

October.— -Though another month is begun since I 
left my dearest of friends, I have had no journalising spirit; 
but 1 will give all heads of chapters, and try to do better. 

My meeting with Miss Cambridge at Kingston I 



262 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part VI. 


have told already; and 1 soon afterwards set my good 
aunts safely down at their new Richmond abode. I 
found my beloved father in excellent health, spirits, and 
good humour; my mother tolerably, and Sarah well 
and affectionate. James was at dinner with them, and 
in perfect good'plight, except when he ruminated upon 
his little godson's having three names; tiiat I fancy 
he regards as rather aristocrat, for he made as grave 
a remonstrance against it as he endeavoured to do at the 
very moment they were proiioitnccd in the midst of the 
christening. 

I have lived altogether in the most quiet and re¬ 
tired manner possible. My health gains ground, gra> 
dually, but very perceptibly, and a weakness that makes 
me soon exhausted in whatever 1 undertake is nil of 
illness now remaining. 

I have never been so pleasantly situated at home 
since 1 lost the sister of my heart and my most affec¬ 
tionate Charlotte. My father is almost constantly within. 
Indeed. I now live with him wholly; he has himself ap¬ 
propriated me a place, a seat, a desk, a table, and every 
cbnvenience and comfort, and he never seemed yet so 
earnest to keep me about him. We read together, write 
together, chat, compare notes, communicate projects, 
and diversify each other’s employments. He is all good¬ 
ness, gaiety, and affection; and his society and kind¬ 
ness are more precious to me than ever. 

Fortunately, in this season of leisure and comfort, the 
spirit of composition proves active. The day is never 
long enough, and I could employ two pens almost inces¬ 
santly, iu merely scribbling what will not be repressed. 
This is a delight to ray dear father inexpressibly great ; 
and though 1 have gone no further than to let him know, 
from time to time, the s{>ecies of matter that occupies 
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me, he is perfectly contented, and patiently waits till 
someihing is quite linished, before he insists upon read¬ 
ing a word. This “ suits my humour well,” as my own 
industry is all gone when once its intent is produced. 

For tlie rest, I have been going on with my third tra¬ 
gedy. I have two written, but never yet have had 
opportunity to read them; which, of course, prevents 
their being corrected to the best of my power, and fitted 
for the perusal of less indulgent eyes; or rather of eyes 
less prejudiced. 

Believe me, my dear friends, in the present composed 
and happy stale of my mind, I could never have sug¬ 
gested these talcs of woe; but, having only to connect, 
combine, contract, and finish, 1 will not leave them 
undone. Not, however, to sadden myself to the same 
point in which 1 began them, 1 read more than 1 write, 
and call for happier themes from otliers, to enliven my 
mind from the dolorous sketches I now draw of my 
own. 9 

The library or study, in which we constantly sit, 8u|>- 
plics such delightful variety of food, that 1 have nothing 
to wish. Thus, my beloved sisters and friends, you see 
me, at length, enjoying all tliat peace, ease, and chosen 
recreation and employment, for which so long 1 sighed 
in vain, and which, till very lately, L had reason to be¬ 
lieve, even since attained, had been allowed me too late. 
1 am more and more thankful every night, every morn¬ 
ing, for the change in my destiny, and present blessings 
of my lot; and you, my beloved Susan and Fredy, for 
whose prayera 1 have so often applied in my sadness, 
suffering, and despondence, afford me now the same 
community of thanks and acknowledgments. 

N ovEM BKB.—I spent one evening with Mrs. Ord, and 
met our Esther, and heanl sweet music from her sweet 



264 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part VI. 


»oul'touching Bnger. The respectable Mrs. Bateman 
was there also^ and we had much Windsor chatteiy. 
Miss Merry, too, was of the party; she is sister of the 
“ Liberty ” Mr. Merry, who wrote the ode for our re¬ 
volution club, and various other things; and a tragedy 
called ‘ Lorenzo,’ in which Miss Brunton perforoied 
his heroine so highly to his satisfaction, that he made his 
addresses to her, and forthwith married her. 

The sister and her aunt, with whom she lives, were 
much hurt by this alliance; and especially by his con¬ 
tinuing his wife on the stage, and with their own name. 
She remonstrated against this indelicacy; but he an¬ 
swered her, she ought to be proud he had brought a 
woman of such virtue and talents into the family. Her 
virtue, his marrying her proved; and her talents would 
Dll be, thrown away by taking her off the stage. 

"Miss Merry seems past thirty, plain, but sensible in 
her face, and very much the gentlewoman in her man¬ 
ners, with a figore remarkably good and well made. 
She sat next me, and talked to me a great deal. She 
extremely surprised me by entering speedily into French 
affairs, which I would not have touched upon for the 
world, her brother’s prindples being notorious. How¬ 
ever, she eagerly gave me to understand her own were 
the reverse: she spoke of Mr. Burke's pamphlets with 
the highest praise; the first of them, she said, though 
eloquently written, could only soothe those who already 
felt with him; but the appeal to the New Whigs she 
considered as framed to make converts of whoever was 
unprejudiced. Perhaps she is one of the' number her¬ 
self. She inveighed against the cruelties of the let-loose 
mob of France, and told me some scenes that had lately 
passed in Avignon, that were so terrible I excused my¬ 
self from dwelling on the subject 
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She is a sensible^ cultivated, and well-read woman, ^nd 
very well mannered. 

Another evening, after visiting our Esther, my father 
took me to Sir Joshua Reynolds. I had long languished 
to see that kindly zealous friend, but his ill health had 
intimidated me from making the attempt; and now my 
dear father went upstairs alunc, and inquired of Miss 
Palmer if her uncle was well enough to admit me. Tie 
returned for me immediately. I felt the utmost pleasure 
in again mounting his staircase. 

Miss Palmer hastened forward nnd embraced me 
most cordially. I then shook hands with Sir Joshua. 
He had a bandage over one eye, and the other shaded 
with a green half-bonnet. He seemed serious even to 
sadness, though extremely kind. “ I nm very glad/’ 
he said, in a meek voice and dejected accent, “ to she 
you again, and I wish I could see you better! but I 
have otily one eye now,— and hardly ilmt.” 

I was really quite touched. The expectation of total 
blindness depresses him inexpressibly ; not, however, in¬ 
conceivably. I hardly knew how to express, either my 
concern for his altered situation since our meeting, or 
my joy in agaiu being with him: but my difficulty was 
hliort; Miss Palmer eagerly drew me to herself, and re¬ 
commended to Sir Joshua to go on with his cards. He 
liad no spirit to oppose; probably, iuHeed, no inclination. 

Dr. Lawrence, one of the counsel iu the impeachment 
against Mr. Hastings, and Miss Lawrence, his sister, 
Mr. King, and Dr. Blagden, were the company. Some 
days no one is admitted. 

Mr. King is brother to our lost Captain. 

One other time we called again, in a morning. Sir 
Joshua and his niece were alone, and that invaluable 
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man was even more dejected than before. How grievous 
to me it is to see him thus changed! 

I called also one morning upon Mrs. Schwellenberg. 
She received me with much profession of regard, and 
with more than profession of esteem—since she evinced 
it by the confidential discourse into which she soon en¬ 
tered upon the Royal Family and herself. However, I 
easily read that she still has not forgiven my resignation, 
and still thinks I failed in loyalty of duty, by not stay¬ 
ing, though to die, rather than retire, though to live. 

This, however, is so much a part of her very limited 
knowledge, and very extensive prejudice, that 1 submit 
to it without either wonder or resentment. 

She trusted roe, nevertheless, just as usual, in speak> 
ing of the Court affairs. I entreated her permission to 
venture to trouble her with ** laying my humblest duty at 
the Queen’s feet;” for tliat is the phrase now allowed. 
She told me 1 liad a '^reeily right" to that, and promised 
to do it, with great good humour. When she settled in 
town for the winter, she desired to see me often; she said 
she should return to Windsor in two days. The family 
were nil there, as usual. We had much talk of the Duke 
of Y ork and his marriage, &c. 

I then called upon Mrs. Stainforlh: none other of 
my friends were in town. She also received me with 
great civility, and hardly would let me quit her, opening 
her heart in the old way, u{K>n her sufferings from the 
tyranny of Mrs. Schwellenbeig. —’Tis dreadful that 
power thus often leads to eveiy abuse!—I grow demo¬ 
cratic at once on these occasions. Indeed, 1 feel always 
democratic where I think power abused, whether by tbe 
great or the little. 


These are all my visits abroad, except calls upon 
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Esther. At home we saw Dr. Gillies once ; he was very 
communicative and informing, and I enjoyed his conver¬ 
sation. He is now occupied in writiii}; a ‘History of the 
World to the Decline of the Roman Empire, from the 
Days of Alexander.’ It is .a stupendous undertaking. 
He allows himself live years : I shall give him joy if he 
completes it in ten. 

Mrs. Bogle dined here another day. She seems al¬ 
tered much for the worse. Her playful wit seems turning 
into biting sarcasm, and her affectionate and pleasing 
manners are wholly changed. I was very sorry. Perhaps 
this may wear off when 1 sec more of her. 

I rejoiced extremely in again meeting with good old 
Mr. Hutton, whose health and spirits are much better 
than when 1 saw him last. He has fallen into the hands 
(jf two ladies of fortune and fashion,—Miss Biscoc and 
Miss ♦ * * •,—who live, very much at their ease, toge¬ 
ther, and who call him father, and treat him with the ten¬ 
derness of children. How singularly he merits this sin¬ 
gular happy fortune! so good, so active, so noble, as he 
is in all exertions for the benefit of others, and so utterly 
iuattentive to his own interest. He was heartily glad, 
he said, to see me at home again. 

The younger Latrobe and his wife have dined here. 
His wife seems a natural, cheerful, good character, rather 
unformed, though with very good and even sharp natural 
parts. She told me she supposed 1 had forgotten her. 
I had never seen her, I answered. “ O yes,” she said. 
“ before I was married 1 met you at Mrs. Montagu’s. 
I was Miss SelloD. I should have known you again, be¬ 
cause I took such good note of you, as Mrs. Montagu 
said you were an authoress, before you came in, which 
made me look at you.” 
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M. La Blancherie, whose uote to me> long ago at 
Windsor, you may remember, now comes here perpe¬ 
tually, and nearly wears ns out with his visits. Of late, 
we have agreed, since we cannot get rid of him, to make 
him read. He has given us Corneille’s ‘ Rodagune,’ 
which I found less exquisite than when I read it with my 
Susan; Voltaire’s * Mort de Cesar,’ which I think far 
raor^ feroce than Shakespeare’s ‘ Julius Caesar,’ as Vol¬ 
taire makes Cmsar previously acknowledge Brutus for his 
sou, which renders the parricide a deed to shock even 
democratic ears!—and be has begun ‘ Polyeucte.’ This 
is surely the best thing we can do with the man. 

I go on with various writings, at dlf^rent times, and 
just as the humour strikes. I have promised my dear 
father a Christmas-box and a New Ye*f*8 gift upon my 
return from Norbury Park; and therefore he now kiudly 
leaves me to niy own devices. 

December.—I most gladly accepted an invitation to 
roy good Mrs. Ord, to meet a circle of old friends. 

The day proved extremely pleasant. We went to din¬ 
ner, my father and 1, and met Mrs. Montagu, in good 
spirits, and very unaffectedly agreeable. No one was 
there to awaken ostentation, no new acquaintance to re¬ 
quire any surprise from her powers; she was therefore 
natural and easy, as well as informing and eoiertaining. 

Mrs. Garrick embraced me again and again, to ex¬ 
press a satisfaction in meedng me once more in this 
social way, that she would have thought it indecorous to 
-tixpress by words. I thanked her exactly in the same 
language; and, without a syllable being uttered, she said, 
rejoice you are no longer a courtier;” and I an¬ 
swered, "I love you deaily for preferring me in my old 
state! ” 
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Major Rennell, whose East India geographical erudition 
you must have heard of from Captain Phillips, was fui! of 
characteristic iutelligeiice, simply and clearly delivered*; 
and made us all wiser by his matter, if we remembered it, 
and gayer by his manner, whether we remembered it or 
not. I hope to meet him often. He is a gay little wizen 
old man, in appearance, from the eastern climate’s dilapi¬ 
dations upon bis youth and health; but I believe nut old 
in years, any more than in spirits. 

Dr. Russel, whose odd comic humour my dear Susan 
is acquainted with, contiibuted, by its veiu and freedom, 
to the general good humour and conviviality of the table. 

The two Ords and two Burneys complete the dinner 
account: and much pleasant conversation passed. 

In the evening ire were joined by Lady Rothes, with 
whom I had my peace to make for a long-neglected letter 
upon my “restoration to society,” as she termed it, and 
who was very lively and pleasant. 

Sir Lucas Pepys (whom alone of the party 1 had ever 
met under the Royal auspices—during the King's illness 
how often ! and during poor Lady Cnroline Waldegrave’s 
very recently) frankly told me he could not be surprised 
at my resignation, having seen my declining health, and 
remarked my insufEciency for roy occupation. 

Mr. Pepys, wlio came just that instant frbm Twicken¬ 
ham, which he advanced eagerly to tell me, talked of 
Mr. Cambridge, and bis admirable wit and spirits, and 
Miss Cambridge, and her fervent friendship for me, and 
the charui and agreeability of the whole house, with an 
ardour so rapid, there scarce needed any reply. 

Lastly, let me mention Mr. Batt, who gave me a must 
kindly congratulatory bow upon his entrance. I knew his 
opinion of my retreat, and understood it; but 1 was en¬ 
circled till the concluding part of the evening by the 
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Pepys and Lad; Rothes, &c.; and then Mr. Batt seated 
himself b; my elbow, and began, almost as bad as Mr. 
Windham—nay, worse than Mr. Windham has ventured 
to speak to me. 

“ How I rejoice,*’ be cried, “ to see you at length out 
of thraldom 1" 

“Thraldom?” qnotli I, “that’.s rather a strong word! 
1 assure you ’tis the first time 1 have heard it pro¬ 
nounced.” 

“ O, but,” cried he, laughing, “ I may be allowed to 
say so, because you know my principles. You know me 
to be loyal—you could not stand it from an opposition- 
man—but saints may do much !” 

He is a professed personal friend of Mr. Pitt. 

1 then began some exculpation of my late fatigues, 
assuring him they were the effect of a situation not under¬ 
stood, and not of any hardness of heart. 

“ Very probably,” cried he; “ but I am glad you have 
ended them: I applaud—1 honour the step you have 
taken. Those who suffer, yet still continue in fetters, 1 
never pity ;—tliere is a want of integrity, as well as spirit, 
in such submbsion.” 

“ Those they serve,” cried I, “ are not the persons to 
blame; they are commonly uninformed there is anything 
to endure, and believe all is repaid by the smiles so uni¬ 
versally solicited." 

“1 know it,” cried he; “and it is that general base 
subservience that makes me struck with your opposite 
conduct” 

“My conduct,” quoth I, “ was very simple; though I 
iifelieve it did not the less surprise; but it all consisted in 

not pretending, when I found myself sinking, to be swim- 

• _ ♦* 
ming« 

He said many other equally good-natured things, and 
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fiaislied them-with “But what a pleasure it is to me to 
see you here in this manner, dressed no more than other 
people! 1 have not seen you these 6ve years past but 
looking dizeucd out for the drawing-room, or something 
as bad ! ” 

This is all the account I can possibly spare of this day, 
which was a lively and agreeable one completely. 

A day or two after Mr. Smelt called, and sent in bis 
card upon being denied. He came to ask me to Kew, 
to spend a few days with Mrs. Cholmley. My father 
was at home, and readily complied. 

I found poor Mrs. Cholmley rather better than 1 ex¬ 
pected ; solitude, and patience, and religion, have now 
quietized both father ami daughter into tolerable con¬ 
tentment. They live wholly together, and determine by 
death alone to be separated. Miss Phipps, the last dying 
legacy of Mr. Cholmley’s charming daughter. Lady Mul- 
grave, is under their care: she is a very Hue handsome 
little girl, about three years old, and extremely enter¬ 
taining. 

I was much gratified in making this visit, because 1 
saw this excellent father and daughter revived from their 
late disconsolate state, and though no longer able to 
contribute to cheering life, very willing to receive what 
comfort and alleviation the cheerfulness of others can 
bestow. I wish I could see them more frequently. 

Our visit to Mrs. Montagu turned out very unmarked, 
i met my good Mrs. and Miss Ord, and a little chat with 
them was all my entertainment; for though Mrs. Bos- 
cawen and Dr. Russel were also there, the circle was 
formalised, and never broken into. The Pepys and Dr. 
Blagden were of the party, but no one ventured to break 
the ring. 

1 was pleased in seeing Miss Fanny Williams, as she 
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is called, the ;oung person who was left an infant at the 
door of Lad; Amherst, and who is reputed to be the 
daughter of ever; woman of rank whose character, at that 
date, was susceptible of suspicion. She looks a modest 
and prett; young creature, and Lad; Amherst brings her 
up with great kindness and propriet;. 


Miss to Mrs. Francis. 

My bblovkd Charlotta, 

] think you quite right for giving up all mere card 
visits that you are able to decline, for the best of all 
reasons of concurrence—that I should do the same myself. 
’Tis a miserable waste of eiistence to do what judgment 
and reason never approve, when even inclination and 
pleasure are at the same time averse ; and 1 am sure by 
morning calls, and open, though moderated, confessions 
of disaffection to the employment, you may avoid both 
that and offence at once; and offence is the only terror 
that could spur me into an occupation so distasteful 
to me. 

We are now in almost daily expectation of seeing good 
Mr. Sleepe; but I feel no haste, as 1 thiuk he must be 
happier under your roof than, perhaps, under any other. 
We have again seen his daughter Hetty, who is quite well, 
and as discreet and sensible as any young woman need be 
wished to be, even by a father. 

I really stared a little at the pretty broad hint you gave 
to Lady V., which I own I think scarce worth while, as 
it may make you enemies, yet answer no purpose. It 
* will be better to shame them by publishing the contrary 
conduct of their superior, which may more influence 
them. -A lady who was at the late Cumberland House 
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ball told me the Duchess of York never sat down till she 
had done every duty of attention to every couple she 
danced with. Yet she is very delicate, and soon fatigued; 
and she is a princess born and married. 

1 called upon poor Mile. Jacobi yesterday, at Bromp> 
toil. ■! found her in a small room, with a Madame 
VVarmai, a German, who speaks English, and issues 
all orders and directions; and Mile. Wtncklemaan, 
whom she calls Ln Betti, and who attends her as her 
inuid, though she is her niece. She has had a dreadful 
illness; she has sprained her ankle; and her vexation, 
joined to painful exertion, threw her into a nervous fever. 
She has now conquered the fever, though her leg is still 
on bolsters, and she cannot put her foot to the ground. 
What a misfortune for u Royal attendant! 

She told me much of Mr. D., who attends her. She 
says she asked him, one day, what she could do ? 

“ Sit still,” he smilingly answered. 

But. not always,” she cried; “ tell me what I am to 
do by-anil-by?” 

“O,” cried he, still smiling, “1 never think of the 
future.” 

How consoling! She added, that he once found her 
eating some leveret, and said he rejoiced to see her 
now so well;” and frpm that time he had never felt her 
pulse nor looked at her tongue. Tired out with her liii* 
gcring complaints, little advance, and no comfort, she at 
lust reproached him with this, and bluntly said, “ Sir, 
you never can tell how I do; you never feel my pulse!” 

He smiled still more, and, putting out his arm, held it 
close to her hand, and said, Feel mine! ” 

Quite affronted, she answered, ‘'Never! so long as I 
breathe—never I feel that pulse!” 

Do you not know him again ? 

VOL. V, 


T 
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Mm. Chapone to Miss Burney. 

Ark you in town, my dear Miss Bumcy, and do 
you remember an old soul that used to love your com¬ 
pany ? If you will give it me next Thursday evening, you 
will meet Pepys, Boscawen, 8lc.; so you may put on 
your blue stockings. If you have got any bools to walk 
about in the mornings, I shall like you as well in them. 

I hope alt the family are well. I need not suy that 
Dr. Burney's company would be an additional pleasure 
on Thursday. 

1 am, dear Madam, 

Y our affectionate servant, 

H. CtlAI’ONK. 

No. Cailiilo Street, I)eaii Street, 

December 27. 
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January. —I had a very civil note from Mrs. Schwel- 
leoberg, telling me that Miss Goldsworthy was ill, which 
made Mies Gomme necessary to the Princesses, and 
therefore, as Mile. Jacobi was still lame. Her Majesty 
wished for my attendance on Wednesday noon. 

I received this little summons with very sincere plea* 
sure, and sent a warm acknowledgment for its honour. I 
was engaged for the evening to Mr. Walpole, now Lord 
Orford, by my father, who promised to call for me at tlie 
Queen's house. 

At noon I went thither, and saw, by the carriages, their 
Majesties were just arrived from Windsor. In my way 
up-stairs I encountered the Princess Sophia. I really 
felt a pleasure at her sight, so great that I believe I sa¬ 
luted her; 1 hardly know; but she came forward, with 
her hands held out, so good humoured and so sweetly, 1 
was not much on my guard. How do I wish I had gone 
that moment to my Iloyal Mistress, while my mind was 
fully and honestly occupied with the most warm satisfac¬ 
tion in being called again into her presence ! 

The Princess Sophia desired me to send her Miss 
Gomme, whom s^e said I should 6nd in my own room. 
Thither I went, and we embraced very cordially; but she 
a little made me stare by saying '* Do y<Ai sleep in your 
old bed ?” “ No,” I answered, “ I go home after 
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dinnerand she said no more, but told me she must 
have two hours’ conference alone with me, from the mul¬ 
tiplicity of things she had to discuss with me. 

We parted then, and 1 proceeded to Mrs. Schwellen- 
berg. I'liere I was most courteously received, and told 
1 was to go at night to the play. 

I replied I was extremely sorry, but I was engaged. 

She looked deeply displeased, and 1 was forced to 
oft'er to send an excuse. Nothing, however, was settled; 
she went to the Queen, whither I was most eager to fol¬ 
low, but I depended upon her arrangement, and could not 
go uncalled. 

I returned to my own room, as they all still call it, and 
Miss Gomnie and Miss Planta both came to me. We 
had u long discourse upon matters and things. 

By and by Miss Gomme was called out to Princesses 
Mary and Amelia; she told them who was in the old 
apartment, and they instantly entered it Princess Mary 
took my hand, and said repeatedly, My dear Miss 
Burney, how glad I am to see you again !” and the lovely 
little Princess Amelia kissed me twice, with the sweetest 
air of affection. This was a very charming meeting to 
me, and I expressed my real delight in being thus allowed 
to come amongst them again, in the strongest and truest 
terms. 

I had been but a short time alone, when Westerhaults 
came to ask me if I had ordered my father’s carriage to 
bring me from the play. 

1 told him 1 was engaged, but would give up that en- 
gagement, and endeavour to secure being fetched home 
after the play. 

Mrs. Schwelienberg then desired to sec me. 

"What you mean by going home ? ” cried she, some¬ 
what deridingly; ” know you not you might sleep here ?” 
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I was really thunderstruck; so weak still, and so un¬ 
equal as 1 feel to undertake ni^ht and morning attend¬ 
ance, which 1 now saw expected. I was ubliged, however, 
to comply; and I wrote a note to Sarah, and another 
note to be given to my father, when be called to take me 
to Lord Orford. But I desired we might go in chairs, 
and not trouble him for the carriage. 

This arrangement, and my dread of an old attendance 
I was so little rehtted for renewing, had so much dis¬ 
turbed me before I was summoned to the Queen, that I 
appeared before her without any of the glee and spirits 
with which I had originally obeyed her commands. I am 
still grieved at this circumstance, as it must have made 
me seem cold and insensible to herself, when I was 
merely chagrined at the peremptory mismanagement of 
her agent Mr. J^e Luc was witli her. She was gracious, 
but by no means lively or cordial. She was oBeiided. 
probably,—and there was no reason to wonder, and yet 
no means to clear away the cause. This gave me much 
vexation, and the more 1 felt it the less 1 must have ap¬ 
peared to merit her condescension. 

Nevertheless, after she was dressed she honoured me 
with a summons to the White Closet, where 1 presently 
felt as much at home as if I had never quilted the Royal 
residence. She inquired into my proceediags, and 1 
began a little history of my south-west tour; which she 
listened to till word was brought the King was come 
from the Levee: dinner was then ordered, and I was 
dismissed. 

At our dinner, the party, in the old style, was Mr. De 
Luc, Miss Planta, Mrs. Stainforth, and Miss Gomme 
Mrs. Schwellenberg was not well enough to leave her 
own apartment, except to attend the Queen. 

We were gay enough, 1 own; my spirits were not 
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very low in finding mysulf a guest at that table, where T 
was so totally unfit to be at home, and whence, neverthe¬ 
less, 1 should have been very much and deeply con¬ 
cerned to have found myself excluded, since the displea¬ 
sure of the Queen could alone have procured such a 
bauishment. Besides, to visit, I like the whole esta¬ 
blishment, however inadequate I found them for sup¬ 
plying the place of all 1 quitted to live with them. O, 
who could succeed there? 

During the dessert the Princess Elizabetli came into 
the room. 1 was very glad, by this means, to see all this 
lovely female tribe. 

As soon as she was gone 1 made off to prepare for the 
play, with fan, cloak, ami gloves. At the door of my 
new old room who should I encounter but Mr. Stan¬ 
hope ? He was -all rupture, in his old way, at the meet¬ 
ing, and cuiicliided me, 1 believe, reinstated. I gut off 
as last us possible, and had just shut myself in, and him 
out, when I heard the voice of the King, who passed my 
door to go to ihe dining-room. 

I was quite chagrined to have left it so unseasonably, 
as my whole heart yearned to see him. He stayed but 
a miuuic, and 1 heard him stop close to my door, and 
speak with Mr. De Luc. The loudness of his voice as¬ 
suring me he was saying nothing he meant to be unheard, 
I could not resist softly opening ray door. 1 fancy he 
expected this, for he came up to me immediately, and 
with a look of goodness almost amounting to pleasure— 
I believe I may say quite—he inquired after ray health, 
and its restoration, and said he was very glad to see me 
again. Then turning gaily to Mr. De Luc, “ And yon, 
Mr. De Luc,” he cried, “ are not you, too, very glad to 
see Miss Beurni again? ” 

I told him, very truly, the pleasure with which I had 
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re-entered his roof.—He made me stand near a lamp, 
to examine roe, and pronounced upon my amended 
looks with great benevolence: and, when he was walk¬ 
ing away, said aloud to Mr. De Luc, who attended 
him, " I dare say she was very willing to come ! 

I heard afterwards from Miss Gomme that the King 
came to the eating-room purposely to see me, as he told 
the Princesses. I cannot tell you how grateful I feel for 
such condescending goodness; aud how invariably 1 
experienced it daring my whole residence under his roof. 

Out party in the box for tlie Queen's attendants con¬ 
sisted of Lady Catherine Stanhope, Miss Plants, Major 
Price, Greville Upton, and Mr. Frauk Upton. 

The King and Queen and six Princesses sat opposite. 
It was to me a lovely and most charming sight. 71ie 
Prince of Wales, and tiie Duke of York and his bride, 
with the Duke of Clarence, sat immediately under us. 
1 saw the Duchess now and then, and saw that she has 
a very sensible and marked countenance, but no beauty. 
She was extremely well received by the people, aud 
smiled at in the most pleasing manner by her opposite 
new relations. 

The play was ‘ Cymon,’ with alterations, &c. 

At night 1 once more attended the Queen, and it 
seemed as strange to me as if I had never done it 
before. 

The next day, Thursday, the Queen gave up the 
drawing-room, on account of a hurt on her loot. 1 
had the honour of another very long conference in the 
White Closet, in which I hnished the account of my late 
travels, and during whicli, though she was very gracious, 
she was far less communicative than heretofore, saying 
little herself, and making me talk almost all. 

When 1 attended the Queen ' again -to-night, the 
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strangeness was so entirely worn away, that it seemed to 
me as if I had never left my office! And so again on 
Friday morning. 

At noon the Royal Family set oft' for Windsor. 

The Queen graciously sent for me before she went, to 
bid me good by, and condescended to thank me for my 
little services. I would have offered repetition wiili all 
iny Ireart, but I felt iny frame unequal to such business. 
Indeed 1 was half dead with only two days’ and nights' 
exertion. 'Tis amazing how I ever weril through all that 
is passed. 

February. —shall begiu this month at the 13tli, 
the day 1 left my dearest friends. 

1 found our small family at home in much the same 
state 1 had left it; my dear father, however, rather worse 
tliaii belter, and lower and mure depressed about himself 
than ever. To see him dejected is, of all sights, to me 
the most melancholy, his native cheerfulness having a 
character of such temperate sweetness, Uiat there is no 
dispensing with any of it, as its utmost vigour never a 
moment overpowers. 

.Among the tickets 1 found of visitors during my ab¬ 
sence, 2 was much pleased to see the name of Mr. Bry¬ 
ant. Good and kind old man I how much 1 should like 
to see him again! 

And 1 found also, waiting my leturn, a note from Mrs. 
Schwellenbcrg, with an ofler of a ticket for Mr. Hastings's 
trial, the next day, if 1 wished to go to it. 

I did wisli it exceedingly, no public subject having ever 
so deeply interested me; but 1 could not recollect any 
party I could joiu, and therefore 1 proposed to Captain 
Phillips to call on his Court friend, and lay before her my 
difficulty. He readily declared he would do more, for 
he would frankly ask her for a ticket for liiniself. -and 
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stay another day, merely to accompany me. You know 
well the kind pleasure and zeal with which he is always 
ready to discover and propose expedients in distress. 

His visit prospered, and we went to Westminster Hall 
together. 

All the managers attended at the opening, bnt the at¬ 
tendance of all others was cruelly slack. To hear the 
attack, the people came in crowds; to hear the defence, 
they scarcely came in fetc-a-tetex! ’Tis barbarous there 
should be so much more pleasure given by the recital of 
guilt than by the vindication of innocence! 

Mr. Law spoke the whole time; he made a general 
harangue in answer to the opening general harangue of 
Mr. Burke, and he spoke many things that brought for¬ 
ward conviction in favour of Mr. Hastings; but he was 
terriCed exceedingly, and his timidity induced him to so 
frequently beg quarter from his untagoiiists, bolli for 
any blunders and any deficiencies, that I felt angry 
with even modest egotism, when I considered that it was 
rather his ]>tace to come forward with the shield and ar¬ 
mour <if truth, undauiUed, and to have defied, ratliei than 
deprecated, the force of talents when without such .stip|)ort. 

None of the managers quitted their hox, and 1 am 
unceitain whether or not any of them saw me. Mr. 
Windham, in particular, 1 feel satisfied either saw me not, 
or W’as so circumstanced, as manager, tliat he could not 
come to speak with me; for else, this my iiist ajipearance 
from that parental roof under which he has so largely 
contributed to replace me would have been the last time 
for his dropping my acqiiaiiitaiice. Mr. Sheridan 1 have 
no longer any ambition to be noticed by; and Mr. Burke, 
at this place, I am afraid 1 have already displeased, so 
unavoidably coldVid frigid did I feel myself when he came 
here to me formeily. Anywhere else, 1 should bound 
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forward to meet him, witii respect, and affection, and 
gratitude. 

In the evening I went to the Queen's house. 1 found 
Mrs. ScbM’eilenberg, who instantly admitted me, at cards 
with Mr. De Luc. Her leception was perfectly kind; 
and nhen I would have given up the tickets, she told 
me they were the Queen’s, who desired, if 1 wished it, I 
would keep them for the season. 

This was a pleasant hearing upon every account, and 
I came away in high satisfaciuni. 

A few days after, 1 went again to the trial, and took 
another Captain for my esqtiire—my good and evei' 
affectionate Janies. The Hall was still more empty, 
both of Lords and Commons, and of ladies too, than 
the first day of this session. I am quite shucked at tiie 
little desire there appears to hear Mr. Hastings’s defence. 

When the managers entered, James presently said. 
“Here’s Mr. Windiiam coming to speak to you.” And 
he broke from the procession, us it w as descending to 
its cell, to give me that phjasure. 

His inquiiics about my health were not, as he said, 
mere common inquiries; but, witlumt any other answer 
to them than a bow, I intcrrnpied their course by quickly 
saying “You have been exenrsioning and travelling all 
the world o’er since 1 saw you last.” 

He paid me in my own coin with only a bow, hastily 
going back to myself: “ But your tour,” he crierl, “ to the 
West, after all that—” 

I saw what was following, and, again aliruptly stopping 
him, “But here you arc returned,” I cried, ^‘to all your 
old labours and toils again.” 

“No, no,” cried he, half laughing, “not labours and 
toils always; they are growing into pleasures now." 

“ That’s being very good, very liberal, indeed,” quoth 
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], supposing liim to mean hearing the defence made the 
pleasure; but he stared at me with so little concurrence, 
that, soon understanding he only meant bringing their 
charges home to the coufusiun of the culprit, 1 stared 
again a Utile while, and then said," You sometimes accuse 
me of being ambiguous ; I lliiiik you seem so yourself, 
u6w!” 

“To nobody but you,” cried he, with a rather re¬ 
proachful accent 

“ O, j»ow,” Cl icd I, “ you are not ambiguous, and I am 
all the less pleased.” 

“ People,” cried James, Itonnemenl, “don’t like to be 
convinced.” 

“Mr. Hastings,”said Mr. Windham, “does not con¬ 
vince, he does not bring conviction home.” 

“ Not to yon,” quoth I, returuing his accent- pretty 
fully. 

“ Why, true,” answered he very candidly; “ theic may 
be someihiiig in that.” 

“ How is it all to be?” cried James. “ Is the defence 
to go oil long, and are they to have any evidence; or 
how 

“ We don’t know this part of the business,” said Mr. 
Windham, smiliug a little at such an upright downright 
question; “it is Mr. Hastings’s affair now to settle it: 
however, 1 uiiderslaud he means to answer charge after 
charge as tliey were brought against liiin,ljist by speeches, 
then by evidence: however, this is all conjecture.” 

We then spoke of Mr. Law, Mr. Hastings’s first coun¬ 
sel, and 1 expressed some dissatisfaction that such at¬ 
tackers should not have had abler and more equal op¬ 
ponents. 

“ But do you not think Mr. Law spoke well T' cried 
he; “ clear, forcible ?” 
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" Not forcible,” cried I. I would not say not clear. 

He was frightened,” said Mr. Windham, “he might 
not do himself justice. I have heard him elsewhere, and 
been very well satisfied with him; but he looked pale and 
alarmed, and his voice trembled.” 

I was very well content with his materials,” quoth I. 
“ which I thought much better than the use he made of 
them i and, once or twice, he made an o)>ening that, with 
a very little skill, might most adroitly and admirably have 
raised a laugh against you all.” 

He looked a little askew, 1 must own, but he could not 
help smiling: and shall I now lose my privileged sincerity 
when I made it the basis of speaking with him on this 
subject? Certainly not. 

1 gave him an instance in point, which was the re- 
verse given by Mr. Law to the picture drawn by Mr. 
Burke of Tamerlane, in which he said those virtues and 
noble qualities bestowed upon him by the honourable 
manager were nowhere to be found but on the British 
stage. 

Now this, seriously, with a very little ingenuity, might 
have placed Mr. Burke at the head of a company of 
comedians. This last notion I did not speak, however; 
but enough was understood, and Mr. Windham looked 
straight away from me, without answering; neveiiheless, 
his profile, which he left me, showed mucli more disposition 
to laugh than to be incensed. 

Therefore I proceeded; pointing out another lost op¬ 
portunity that, well saved, might have proved happily 
ridiculous against them; and this was Mr. Law's de¬ 
scription of the real state of India, even from its first dis¬ 
covery by Alexander, opposed to Mr. Burke’s flourishing 
representation of its golden age, its lambs and tigers as> 
sociating, &c., &c. 
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Still he looked askew; but 1 believe he is truth itself 
for he offered no defence, though, of course, he would not 
enter into the attack. And surely at this critical period 
I must not spare pointing out all he will submit to hear, 
on the side of a man of whose innocence I am so fully 
persuaded. 

** I must own, however,” continued I, finding him still 
attentive, though silent, “ Mr. Law provoked me in one 
point—his apologies for his own demerits. Why should 
he contribute his huntble mite to your triumphs? and 
how little was it his place to extol your superior talents! 
as if you were not self-sufliclent enough already, without 
his aid!” 

Unless you had heard the speech of Mr. Law, you can 

hardly imagine with what timid fiattery he mixed every 

exertion he ventured to make in behalf of his client; and 

I could not forbear tins little observation, because I bad 

taken notice with what haughty derision the managers 

had perceived the fears of their importance, which were 

felt even by the very counsel of tlieir prisoner. Mr. 

Windham, too, who himself never looks either insolent or 

* 

deriding, must be sure what 1 meant for his associates 
could not include himself. He did not, however, perfectly 
welcome the remark; he still only gave me his profile, and 
said not a word,—so I went on. Mr. Hastings little thinks 
what a pleader I am become in his cause, against one of 
his most powerful, adversaries. 

“There was still another thing,” quoth I, ‘'in which I 
felt vexed with Mr. Law: how could he be so weak os 
to beg quarter from you, and to humbly hope that, if any 
mistake, any blunder, any improvident word esca^d him, 
you would have the indulgence to spare your ridicule ? 
O yes, to be sure ! when I took notice at the moment of 
his supplication, and before any error committed, that 
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every muscle of every face amongst you was at work fit>m 
the bare suggestion.” 

He could not even pretend to look grave now, but, 
turning frankly towards me, said, “ Why, Mr. Fox most 
justly observed upon that petition, that,if any man makes 
a blunder, a mistake, ’tis very well to apologize: but it 
was singular to hear a man gravely preparing for his blun¬ 
ders and mistakes, and wanting to make terms for them 
beforehand.” 

"I like him for this,” cried Janies again ftonncwcH#. 
“ that he seems so much interested for bis client.” 

“Will you give me leave to inquire,” quoth I, "one 
thing? You know ’my old knack of asking strange 
questions.” 

He only bowed—archly enough, I assure you. 

" Did I fancy, or was it fact, that you were a flapper 
to Mr. Burke, when Mr. Law charged him with disin- 
genbity, in not having recanted the accusation concerning 
Devy Sing ? He appeared to roe in much perturbation, 
and I thought by bis see-saw he was going to interrupt 
the speech: did you prevent him ?” 

" No, no,” he answered, " I did not: I did not think 
him in any danger.” 

He rubbed his cheek, though, as he spoke, as if he 
did not much like that circumstance. O that Mr. Burke 
—so great, so noble a creature—can in this point thus 
have been warped! 

I ran off to another scene, and inquired how he had 
been amused abroad, and, in particular, at the National 
Assembly ? 

" Indeed,” he answered, ** it was extremely curious 
for a short time; but there is little variety in it, and 
therefore it will not do long.” 
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•I was in a humour to be just as sincere here, as about 
the trial; so ybu democrats must expect no better. 

understand,’’quoth 1,'‘there is a great dearth of 
abilities in this new Assembly; how then should there be 
any variety ?” 

“ No, I cannot say that: they do not want abilities; 
but they have no opportunity to make their way.” 

“ 0!” quoth I, shaking my wise head, “ abilities, real 
abilities, make their own way.” 

“ Why, that's true; but, in that Assembly, the noise, the 
tumult-” 

“ Abilities,” again quoth 1, " have power to quell noise 
and tumult.” 

“Certainly, in general; but not in France. These 
new legislative members are so solicitous to speak, so 
anxious to be heard, that they prefer uttering any tauto¬ 
logy to listening to others ; and when once they have be¬ 
gun, they go on with what speed they may, and without 
selection, rallier than stop. They see so many ready to 
seize their first pause, they know they have so little 
chance uf a second hearing, (hat I never entered the As¬ 
sembly without being reminded of the famous old story, 
of the man who patiently bore hearing a tedious harangue, 
by saying the whole time to himself, ‘Well, well, ’tis his 
turn now ; but let him beware how he sneezes.’ ” 

James now again asked some question of their inten¬ 
tions with regard to the progress of the trial. He an- 
iswered, “ We have nothing to do with its present state. 
We leave Mr. Hastings now to himself, and his own 
set. Let him keep to his cause, and he may say what 
he will. We do not mean to interfere, nor avail our¬ 
selves of our privileges.” 

Mr. Hastings was just entered; I looked down at 
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him, and saw his half-motion to kneel; I could not bear 
it, and, turning suddenly tamy neighbour, “O, Mr. Wind¬ 
ham,” I cried,“after all, ’tU, indeed, a barbarous businestd” 

This was rather further than i meant to go, for 1 tfoid 
it with serious earnestness; but it was surprised from 
me by the emotion always excited at sight of that un¬ 
merited humiliation. 

He looked full at me upon this solemn attack, and 
with a look of chagrin amounting to displeasure, saying, 
“ It is a barbarous business ve have had to go through.” 

1 did not attempt to answer this, for, except through 
the medium of sport and raillery, 1 hare certainly no 
claim upon his patience. But, in aaother moment, in 
a tone very Battering, he said, “ I do not understand, 
nor can any way imagine, how you can have been thus 
j)erverted!” 

“ No, no!’* quoth I, “ it is you who are perverted !” 

Here Mr. Law began liis second oration, and Mr, 
Windham ran down to his cell. 

I fancy this was not exactly the conversation he ex¬ 
pected upon my first enlargement. However, though it 
would very seriously grieve me to hurt or offend him, 1 
cannot refuse my own veracity, nor Mr. Hastings’s in¬ 
juries, the utterance of what 1 think truth. 

Mr. Law was far more animated and Ie|8 frightened, 
and acquitted himself so as to merit almost as much 
eloge as, in my opinioo, he had merited censure at the 
opening. It was all in answer to Mr. Burke’s general 
exordium and attack. 

1 had the satisfaction some days after to see again the 
good, and much-injured, and most unfortunate Mr. Beck- 
ford.* He is at length released from unjust confinement, 

* It may be necessary to remind tbe reader that this is not the 
Beekford of FonthiU. 

VOL. V. 
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but be has an air of dejecUoo, a look, a voice, a manner, 
that all speak the term of bn sufferings to have been 
too long for his spirits to recruit. How bard a case! 1 

wish to read his accouut of Jamaica; I hear it much 
commended. He is now writing a History of France. 
1 understand both to have been compiled in his prison ! 
How praiseworthy to have made such an exertion of his 
abilities, which sorrow and resentment must else have 
soured and corroded for life! 

At Mrs. Ord's, one morning, I had the happiness to 
meet Mr. Smelt; he looks again very ill. He supports, 
he told me, a fevered being, that will soon dissolve, to 
his ultimate joy. ^No man could ever more completely 
devote bis whole mind to the object of his affection; bis 
happiness was all centred in her life, and is wholly 
buried with her ashes ! 

I met, that same morning, Miss Fanshaw: she had 
spent the preceding evening, she stud, very singularly; 
she bad heard the famous M. Lally Tolendahl read a 
French tragedy upon an English subject, writteu by 
himself! The subject was the death of Strafford. He 
read it to a large but choseD'compauy, at Lady Herries’s. 

I should much like to have beard it 

**•••« 

Upon the, day of Sir Joshua Reynolds's death I was in 
my bed, with two blisters, and 1 did not hear of it till 
two days after. 1 shall enter nothing upon this subject 
here; our current letters mentioned the particulars, and 
I am not desirous to retrace them. His loss is as uni' 
versally felt as his merit is universally acknowledged, and, 
joined to all public motives, I had myself private ones 
of regret diat cannot subside. He was always peculiarly 
kind to me, and he had worked at my deliverance from 
a life he conceived too laborious for me, as if I bad been 
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his own daughter; from the time of my coming forth, 

I only twice saw him. 1 had not recovered strength 
visiting before he was past receiving me. I grieve in¬ 
expressibly never to have been able to pay him the 
small tribute of thanks for his most kind exertions in my 
cause. I little thought the second time 1 saw him would 
be my last opportunity, and my intention was to wait 
some favourable opening. 

Miss Palmer is led heiress, and her unabating attend¬ 
ance upon her inestimable uncle in his sickroom makes 
everybody content with her great acquisition. I am 
sure she loved and admired him with all the warmth of 
her warm heart. I wrote her a few lines of condolence, 
and she has sent me a very kind answer. She ^Yent im¬ 
mediately to the Burkes, with whom she will chiefly, I 
fancy, associate. 

March. —Sad for the loss of Sir Joshua, afid all of 
us ill ourselves, we began this month. Upon its 3rd day 
was bis funeral. My dear father could not attend; but 
Charles was invited and went. All the Royal Academy, 
professors and students, and all the Literary Club, at¬ 
tended as family mourners. Mr. Burke, Mr. Malone, 
and Mr. Metcalf, are executors. Miss Palmer has spared 
nothing, either in thought or expense, that could render 
the last honours splendid and grateful. It was a very 
melancholy day to us; though it had the alleviation and 
softening of a letter from our dear Charlotte, promising 
to arrive the next day. 

April. —This wayward month opened upon me with 
none of its smiles: sickness and depression pervaded oar 
household. 

1 shall now pass from the 8tb, when the combined 
^ forces of Mrs. Ord’s rhetoric and . Charles’s activity, re¬ 
moved me from sickness and sinking to the salubrious 

u 2 
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hills of /Norbuiy, and the balsamic medicine of social 
tenderness^ to m; return to my dear father, April 18th, 
when 1 found him but little better, and far from such a 
state as could have made me happy in absence. Gra^ 
dually, however, he has been recruiting, though 1 have no 
hope of his entire restoration before the dog-days. 

I paid my duty at the Queen's house, in inquiring after 
Her Majesty, where I was extremely well received by Mrs. 
Schwellenberg, and saw Miss Plants and Mr. De Luc. 

My next visiting opportunity carried me to Mrs. Mon¬ 
tagu : she let me in, and showed me her new room, which 
was a double’gratification to me, from the elegant paint¬ 
ings by our ingenious Edward. You will have heard 
this fine room described by Mr. Lock; my Susanna, and 
you, my Predy, I hope have seen it. 'Tis a very beauti¬ 
ful house indeed, and now completely finished. 

There was a lady with Mrs. Montagu whose name I 
never gatiiered, but who frequently addressed herself to 
..me, in talking of my dearest Fredy, and making inquiries 
^bout her health. So I liked her very well, though else 
she was but a commonish, non-notliingish sort of a good- 
humoured and sensiblish woman ! 

Then 1 went to Lady Mary Duncan, who was gro- 
• tesquely comic, and remarkably vulgar, and zealously 
-kind, and ludicrously sarcastic, as usual 


Have you read Miss Kuigfal’s ‘ Dinarbas, or Continua¬ 
tion of Rasselas’ ? If you can forgive the presumption 
.of the idea, I think you must be pleased with the execu- 
tiou. She has now just published a new work ,' Marcus 
Flaminius, or the Life'of the Romans.’ She has much 
surprised me by sending me a very elegantly bound copy, 
by Mr. Hoole, who has been her editor. 1 think it a 
work of great merit, though wanting in variety, and not 
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very attractive from much interesting the feelings. But 
to Italian travellers, who are classic readers, I imagine it 
must be extremely welcome, in reviving images of all 
they have seen, well combined and contrasted with former 
times of which they have read. The sentiments inter* 
s])ersed are so good I wish for more; and the principle's 
1 hat are meant to be recommended are both pure and 
lofty. It is irat a work which you will read quickly 
through, or with ardour, but it is one, I think, of which 
yo9 will not miss a word. 

April 23rd. —I thought myself equal to again going 
to the trial, which recommenced after six or seven weeks' 
cessation, on account of the Judges going the circuit. 
Sarah went with meI am now so known in the Chain* 
berlain’s box that (he door-keepers and attendants make 
way for me without looking at my ticket And to be 
sure, the Managers on one side, and Mr. Hastings’s 
friends and counsel on the other, must pretty well have 
m^ face by heart. I have (he faces of all them, most 
certainly, in full mental possession; and the figures of 
many whose names I know oot are so familiar now to 
my eyes, that should I chance hereafter to meet them, I 
shall be apt to take them for old acquaintances. 

There was again a full appearance of Managers to 
accompany Mr. Burke in his entry; and again Mr. 
Windham quitted the procession, ash descended to the 
box, and filed off to speak with me. 

He made the most earnest inquiries after the health 
of my dearest father, as well as after my own. He has 
all (he semblance of real regard and friendship for us, 
and I am given to believe he wears no semblance that 
has not a real and sympathetic substance couched be¬ 
neath. His manner instantly revived in my mind my 
intent not to risk, with him, the loss of making those 
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poor acknoTvIedgments for his kindness, that 1 so much 
regret omitting to Sir Joshua Reync^Ids. Id return to 
hU inquiries about my renovating health, I answered 
that I had again been very ill since 1 saw him last, and 
added, Indeed, I believe I did not come away too 
SGon.” 

* 

“ And now,” cried 1, “ I cannot resist giving mjiself 
the pleasure of making my acknowledgments for what I 
owe to yon upon this subject. I have been, indeed, 
very much obliged, by various things that have cofhe 

round to me, both to you and to Sir Joshua.-O what 

a lass b that!” 

What a wretched loss!” cried he: and we then 
united our warmest suffreges in his favour, with our 
deepest regret for our deprivation. 

Here I obsened poor Mr. Hastings was brought in. 
1 saw he was filing him. " And can you," I cri&d, fix¬ 
ing Ai’m, ** can you have so much compassion for one 
captive, and still have none for another ** 

“ Have you, then, still,” cried he, ** the same sen¬ 
timents ?” 

Have you,’ cried I, “ heard all thus far of the de¬ 
fence, and are you still unmoved ?” 

" Unmoved?” cried he, emphatically; shall I be 
moved by a lion ? You see him there in a cage, and 
pity him; look back to when you might have seen him 
with a lamb in his claws 1” 

I could c»)1y look dismayed for a moment. " But, at 
least,” I aaid, " 1 hope what 1 hear u not true, though 
I now grow afraid to ask ?” 

** If it b anything about me,” he answered, it is 
c^tainly not true.” 

1 am extremely glad, indeed,” cried I, ** for it has 
been bussed about in the world that you were to draw 
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Up the final charge. This I thought most cruel of all ; 
that you, who have held back all this time " ** 

“ Yes ! pretty completely,*’ interrupted he, laugh¬ 
ing. » 

“ No, not completely,” I continued; " but yet you 
have made no direct formal speech, nor have come 
forward in any positive and formidable manner; there¬ 
fore, as we have now heard all the others, and—almost 
enough—^—” 

1 was obliged to stop a moment, to see how this ad¬ 
venturous plainness was taken; and he really, though 
my manner showed me only rallying, looked I don't 
know how, at such unexampled disrespect towards his 
brother orators. But 1 soon went quietly on: *' To 
come forth now, after all that has passed, with the 
eclat of novelty, and,—^for the most cruel part of all,— 
that which cannot be answered.” 

You think,” cried he, " ’tis bringing a fresh courser 
into the field of battle, just as every other is com¬ 
pletely jaded?” 

" I think,” cried I, “ that I am very generous to 
wish against what I should so much wish for, but for 
other considerations.” 

“ O, what a flattering way,” cried he, " of stating it! 
however, I can bear to allow you a little waste of com¬ 
pliments, which you know so well how to make; but 1 
cannot bear to have you waste your compassion.” 

Mr. Plomer now rose to speak, and he only added, 
" O ! I must go down to help the showand away 
he ran. 

Mr. Plomer spoke in a clear and manly manner, and 
brought forward truths and facta in favour of Mr. 
Hastings, tJfte mMt satisfactory. What amends can 
that persecuted man ever receive ? 
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May. —The 1st of this mootb I went again to West¬ 
minster Hall, with our cousin Elizabeth. Evidence was 
brought forward by the counsel for Mr. Hastings, and 
Lord Stormont was caUed upon as a witness. This pro¬ 
duced some curious debating among the Lords, and with 
the Chancellor. They spoke only for the ears of one an¬ 
other, as it was merely to settle some ceremonial, whether 
he was to be summoned to the common place where the 
witnesses stood, or had the claim of a peer to speak in 
his place, robed. This latter prevailed: and then we ex- 
pected liis speech ; but no, a new debate ensued, whicii, 
as we gathered from the rumour about us, was that his 
Lordship should have the Prayer Book, for his oath, be¬ 
longing to the House of Peers. Here, also, his dignity 
was triumphant, though it cost the whole assembly a full 
quarter of au hour ; while another Prayer Book was offi¬ 
cially at hand, in the general post for plebeian witnesses. 

Well! aristocrat as I am, compared with you, I 
laughed heartily at all this mummery; and yet it was pos¬ 
sibly wise, at this period of pulling down all law and 
order, all privilege and subordination, however frivolous 
was its appearance. 

His testimony was highly favourable to Mr. Hastings, 
with regard to authenticating the intelligence he had re¬ 
ceived of an opening war with France, upon which hung 
much justification of the measures Mr. Hastings had plw*: 
sued for raising supplies. ^ 

All the rest of the day was upon the same businesf, 
and bringing forward the same clearing. ^ 

Thence I went to the Queen’s house, where I have a 
most cordial genera! invitation from Mrs. Schwellenberg 
to go by all opportunities; and there is none so good as 
after the trial, that late hour exactly according with her 
dinner-time. . • 
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She is just as she was ia respect to health; but io all 
other respects, O how amended! all civility, all obliging¬ 
ness, all courtesy! and so desirous to have me visit her, 
that she presses me to come incessantly. 

Mr. De Luc and Miss Mawer were of the party. 

During coffee, the Princess Royal came into the room. 
She condescended to pruress herself quite glad to see 
me; and she had not left the room five minutes before, 
again returning, she said, Mrs. Schwellenberg, 1 am 
come to plague you, for I am come to take away Miss 

I) 

] give you leave to guess whether this plagued me. 

m m • • m 

May 2.—^The following week I again went to West¬ 
minster Hall. Mile. Jacobi had made a point of ac¬ 
companying me, that she might see the show, as James 
called it to General Buigoyne, and I had great pleasure 
in taking her, for she is a most ingenuous and good crea¬ 
ture, though—alas !-<-by no means the same undaunted, 
gay, open character as she appeared at first. Sickness, 
confinement, absence from her friends, submission to her 
coadjutrix, and laborious watching, have much altered her. 

The trial of this day was all written evidence in fa¬ 
vour of Mr. Hastings, and violent quarrelling as to its 
admissibility on tb^ part of Mr. Burke. Mr. Windham 
took his place, during some part of the controversy, and 
spoke ably and clearly as to tbe given point in dispute, 
but with tbe most palpable tremor and internal struggle. 
I wonde^ so trembliogly” as he is "alive all o’er,” how 
he ever^ade the first effort to become a public speaker; 
but, havlbg conquerMH^at opening horror, 1 wonder yet 
more, with such abll^^eadiness, knowledge, facility, and 
command of language; he has not totally vanquished the 
difficulties of public eibibitiou. I can only suppose, that 
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by nature be is extremely diffident, and by inclination 
equally ambitious; and if so, the conBict may last through 
life. 

I attended Mile. Jacobi to the Queen’s house, where 
I dined; and great indeed was my pleasure, during 
coffeCi to see the Princess Elizabeth, who, in the most 
pleasing manner and the highest spirits, came to summon 
me to the Queen. 

1 found Her Majesty again with all her sweet daughters 
but the youngest. She was gracious and disposed to 
converse. 

We bad a great deal of talk upon public concerns, and 
she told me a friend of mine had spoken very well the 
day before, and so had Mr. Burke. She meant Mr. 
Windham. It was against the new societies*, and in 
favour of the Proclamation. Mr. Burke, of course, would 
here come forth in defence of his own predictions and 
opinions; but Mr. Windham, who bad rather abided 
hitherto with Charles Fox, in thinking Mr. Burke too ex¬ 
treme, well as he loves him personally, was a new con¬ 
vert highly acceptable. He does not, however, go all 
lengths with Mr. Burke; he is only averse to an uncon¬ 
stitutional mode of reform, and to sanctioning club powers, 
so as to enable them, as in France, to overawe the state 
and senate. 

Soon after; to ‘my infinite joy, the King entered. O, 
he spoke to me so kindly !-^e congratulated me on the 
better looks which bis own presence and goodness gave 
me, repeatedly declaring be bad never seen me in such 
health. He asked me after my father, and listened with 
interest when I mentioned his depression, and told him 
diat all be had done of late to soothe his retirement and 
pain had been making canona to solemn words, and with 
* The " loadon Ctemponding Societies,” &e. 
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such'difficulties of composition as, in better health and > 
spirits, would have rather proved oppressive and perplex* 
ing than a relief to bis feelings. 

“ 1, too,” said the King, after a very serious pause, 

“ have myself sometimes found, when ill or disturbed, that 
some grave and even difficult employment for my thoughts 
has tended more to compose me than any of the supposed 
usual relaxations.” 

He also condescended to ask after little Norbury, taking 
oil the eager little fellow while he spoke, and his earnest 
manner of delivery. He then inquired about my friends 
Mr. and Mrs. Lock, and their expectations of the return 
of Mr. William. 

He inquired how I lived, whom I saw, what sort of 
neighbours I had in the college, and many other parti* 
culars, that seemed to desire to know how 1 went on, and 
whether I was comfortable. His looks, 1 am sure, said 
so, and most kindly. 

I'iiey kept me till they went to the Japan Room, where 
they meet the officers and ladies who attend them in 
public. They were going to the Ancient Music. 

This dear King, nobly unsuspicious where left to him¬ 
self, and where be has met no doubleness, spoke also very 
freely of some political matters before me—~of the new 
association in particular. It gratified me highly. 

* • • • * 

One day again, in the following week, 1 went to Mr. 
Hastings’s defence: Sarah was with me. Just before 
us sat Mrs. Kennedy, of Windsor, with whom I renewed 
a meeting acquaintance, but evaded a visiting one. 

Soon after a grave man's voice behind me said, " Is 
not that Miss Burney?” I twirled round and saw the 
Bishop of Dromore, and Mrs. Percy and hcr> two 
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daughters. We immediately renewed our Batlr ac¬ 
quaintance. 

The defence to-day was by Mr. Markham, son of the 
Archbishop of York, who has repeatedly been sum¬ 
moned, and who bears most honourable testimony to 
the character, the conduct, and the abilities of Mr. 


Soon after I spent a day with Mrs. Ord, by invitation, 
for meeting the Percy family. She had also assembled 
Major Renncll, the Kekensons, Lady Herrics, and Mr. 
Selwin. 

Mr. Selwin I had not seen for many years. Streatham 
and Mrs. Thrale, our constant themes, were upper¬ 
most, first and last, in all we said and all we thought. 
His most amiable behaviour in poor Mr. Thrale’s un¬ 
happy state of health I shall never forget. I met him 
with a glad cordiality from its remembrance, and it 
was very apparently mutual. He still visits, occasion¬ 
ally, at Streatham; but he says the place, the inha¬ 
bitants, the visitors, the way of life, arc all so totally 
changed, it would make me most melancholy again to 
tread those boards. 

All the public talk was upon the East India letters 
from l-ord Cornwallis, and Major Rennell was there our 
oracle. He has a plain, unadorned way of giving in¬ 
formation, that is both pleasant and masterly. 

Mrs. Dickenson told me that Miss Palmer iji cer¬ 
tainly engaged to Lord Inchiquin. He is sixty-nine; 
bnt they say he is remarkably pleasing in his mannera, 
and soft and amiable in his disposition. I am sure she 
has merited my wishes Fm* her happiness, by her deep 
interest, upon all occasions, in mine, and I am sure she 
has them. 
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Mrs. Bunbury was with her sister, and looking as 
beautiful as she would let herself look ; for she uses so 
much art, that, in my eyes, she loses more by such as¬ 
sistance than she. could do, with features so fine as hers, 
by the fading of those years she means to conceal. 

The Colonel came in while wo stayed, and we had 
much old talk upon past services in common. 

1 got home to dinner to meet Mrs. and Miss Mary 
Young, who are in town for a few weeks. Miss Mai'y 
is sensible, and quick, and agreeable. 

They give a very unpleasant account of Madame Do 
Genlis, or Dc Sillery, or Brulard, as she is now called. 
They say she has established herself at Bury, in their 
neighbourhood, with Mile, la Princessc d'Orleans and 
Pamela, and a Circe, another young girl under her 
care. They have taken a house, the master of which 
always dines with them, though Mrs. Young says he 
is such a low man he should not dine with her daughter. 
They form twenty with themselves and household. 
They keep a botanist, a chemist, and a natural histo¬ 
rian always with them. These are supposed to have 
been common servants of the Duke of Orleans in 
former days, as they always walk behind the ladies 
when abroad; but, to make amends in the new equal¬ 
ising style, they all dine together at home. They visit 
at no house but Sir Thomas Gage’s, where they carry 
their harps, and frequently have music. They have 
been to a Bury balh and danced all night; Mile. 
d’Orleans with anybody, known or unknown to Madame 
Brulard. 

What a woful change from that elegant, amiable, 
high-bred Madame De Genlis 1 knew six years ago! 
the apparent pattern of female perfection in manners, 
conversation, and delicacy. 
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There are innumerable democrats assembled in Suf¬ 
folk ; among them the famous Tom Paine, who herds 
with all the fanners that will receive him, and there 
propagates his pernicious doctrines. 

* * * « « * 

The next time I went to Westminster 1 took Miss 
Mary Young. It was ^ain upon the same evidence 
of Mr. Markham, which proves very important indeed 
in Mr. Hastings’s favour. 

Friday, May 25th. —This momingl went to a very 
fine ptiblic breakfast, given by Mrs. Montagu. The 
instant 1 came into the gallery I had the melancholy 
satisfaction of being seen by Sir George Howard. 
There is no affectation mixed with his sorrow for poor 
Lady Effingham. I had not met him since hcr loss. 
Ho had tears in his eyes immediately; but he spoke 
with cheerfulness, and asked after my dear father very 
kindly. 

Mrs. Montagu I saw next, and she was extremely 
courteous. They were all very sorry to miss my father, 
who, indeed, has everywhere been missed this winter 
and spring. 

When I came into the Feather Boom I was accosted 
by Mr. Seward, and he entered into a gay conversa¬ 
tion upon all sorts of subjects, which detained me, agree¬ 
ably enough, in a very pleasant station by one' of the 
windows. He had a gentleman with him, whom I half 
recollected, and whom he soon introduced by the name 
of" roy friend Mrs. Boscawen’s son.” It was Lord 
Falmouth, with whom I had dined at Commissioner 
La Forey’s, at Plymouth Dock. He was as entertain¬ 
ing here as he had been there. 

1 then made for the dining-room, which was filled 
for a- breakfast, upon this occasion, and very splendidly. 
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though, to me, ffho have so long bees familiar to sights 
and decorations, no show of this sort is new strilnng. 

A sight that gave me far more pleasure was Mrs. 
Ord and her daughter, and I immediately joined them 
for the rest of the morning. 

The table was not a matter of indifference to the 
guests at largo; and it was so completely occupied by 
company seated round it, that it was long before one 
vacant chair could be seized, and'this fell to the lot of 
Miss Ord. 

The crowd of company was such that we could only 
slowly make way in any part. There could not be fewer 
than four or five hundred people. It was like a Ml 
Hanclagh by daylight. 

We now met Mrs. Porteus; and who should be with 
her but the poor pretty S. S., whom so long I had not 
seen, and who has now lately been finally given up by 
her long-sought and very injurious lover. Dr. Vyse 

She is sadly faded, and looked disturbed and un¬ 
happy ; but still beautiful, though no longer blooming; 
and still affectionate, though absent and evidently ab¬ 
sorbed. We had a little chat together about the 
Thrales. In mentioning our former intimacy with 
them, “ Ah, those,” she cried, " were happy times! 
and her eyes glistened. Poor thing! hers has been 
a lamentable story!—Imprudence and vanity have 
rarely been mixed with so much sweetness, and good- 
humour, and candour, and followed with more reproach 
and ill success. We agreed to renew acquaintance 
next winter; at present she will be little more in 
town. 

We went then *Tound the rooms, which were well 
worth examination and admiration; and we met friends 
and acquaintance every other step: Amongst tiiem. 
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Major RcnneU, whom I always like to meeti Miss 
Coussmaker; Lady Rothes, who has been to Chelsea, 
but whom I have not yet been able to wait upon ; Dr. 
Russel, who was in high spirits, and laughed heartily 
at seeing the prodigious meal most of the company 
made of cold chicken, ham, 6sh, &c., and said he should 
like to see Mrs. Montagu make the experiment of in* 
viting all the same party to dinner at three o’clock. 
"O!” they would ^Ty, “ three o'clock! What does 
she mean ?—^wbo can dine at three o'clock ?—one has 
no appetite—one can't swallow a morsel—it's altoge¬ 
ther impossible !*'—Yet, let her invite the same people, 
and give them a dinner, while she calls it a breakfast, 
and see but how prettily they can find appetites. 

While we were examining the noble pillars in the 
new room, 1 heard an exclamation of " £st-ce possible ? 
suis-je si heureuse Rst-ce ma cbere Mile. Seurni 
que je vois?” 

Need I say this was Madame de la Fite 7 or Mrs. 
Fitt, as, since the French Revolution, of which she is a 
favourer, she is called by some of the household to 
which I belonged. 

I ^ke so as to moderate this rapture into some¬ 
thing less calling for attention, which her voice and 
manner were engaging not unwillingly. I had not 
seen her since my retreat, and, if she had been less 
pompous, I should have been glad of the meeting. She 
kept my band close grasped between both her own, 
(though her fan nipped one of' my fingers till 1 was 
ready to make faces,) with a most resolute empressement, 
to the great inconvenience of those who wanted to pass, 
for we were at one of the entrances into the great ne^v 
room ; and how long she might have continued this 
fond detention I know not, if a lady, whose appearance 
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vied for bhow and parade witk Madame de‘la FSte's 
manner and words, bad not called out aloud, ** I am 
extremely bappy indeed to tec Miu Burney!" 

This was Mrs. Hastings; and to answer her 1 was 
let loose. 

I have always been very sorry that Mrs. Hastings, 
who is a pleasing, lively, and wcU-brcd woman, with 
attractive manners and attentions to those she wishes 
to oblige, should have an indiscretion so peculiarly 
unsuited to her situation, as to aim always at being the 
most conspicuous figure wherever she appears. Her 
dress now was lihe that of an Indiain princess, accord* 
ing to our ideas of such ladies, and so much the most 
splendid, from its ornaments, and style, and fashion, 
though chiefly of muslin, that everybody else looked 
under-dressed in her presence. It is for Mr. Hastings 
I am sorry when 1 see this inconsiderate vanity, in a 
woman who would so much better manifest her sensi* 
bility of his present hard disgrace, by a modest and 
quiet appearance and demeanour. 

I had a very good beau in Major Benncll, who took 
charge of any catering and regale. Dr. Russel also 
made up to our little col^c; and X^ord Mulgrave 
surprised, and also frightened me, by his changed ap* 
pearance and more than ever hollow voice, when be 
suddenly came to speak to me. 1 had not seen him 
since an assembly at Mrs. Ord’s, when he was there 
with his sweet bride. He looks quite ghastly. He 
is in an atrophy, and fast, I doubt, quitting this 
world. 

Wedhksday, May 30th. —^To-day 1 went to West¬ 
minster Hall again, to hear the evidence of Mr. Mark¬ 
ham, which is so pleasantly in favour of Mr. Hasting, 

VOL. v. X * 
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that all the friends of that persecuted man kte gratified 
by all he deposes. Miss Ord accompanied me. 

When the impetuous and ungovernable Mr. Burke 
was interruptifig the ChancdloTi in order to browbeat 
Mr. Hastings’s evidence, Mr. Windham involuntarily 
exclaimed, “ Hist 1” just as if be bad been at his elbow, 
and playing the kind part of a flapper. I could not 
help laughing, and half joining him : he echoed back 
my laugh, and with a good humour that took in all its 
meaning and acknowledged its sympathy with rc« 
gard to Mr. Burke; nevertheless, ho spoke not a 
word. 

Afterwards, however, he spoke when 1 had far ra> 
ther he had been silent, for ho went to the assistance 
of Mr. Burke. 


Michael Angelo Taylor spoke also; but 1 observed 
with pleasure a distinction the Chancellor made to Mr. 
Windham; for, when be answered their arguments, he 
singled him out as the person who had said what alone 
ho meant upon that question to notice, by saying," The 
honourable manager who spoke second.” 

But I am sure—I think so, at least—Mr. Windham 
as little approves. the violence of Mr. Burke in this 
trial as 1 do myself I see him evidently and frequently 
suflmr great pain and mortification when he is so ob* 


stroperous. 

June 1st. —^This day had been long engaged for 
breakfasting with Mrs. Dickenson and dining with 
Mrs. Ord. 


The breakfast guests were Mr. Langtou, Mr. Foote, 
Mr* Dickenson, jun., a cousin, and a very agreeable 
ud pleasing man; Lady Herries, Miss Dickenson, an> 
other cousin, and Mr. Boswell. 
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This last tras the object of the morniag. I fdt a 
strong sensation of that displeasure which his loqua* 
ciouB communications of every weakness and infirmity 
of the first and greatest good man of these times hu 
awakened in me, at his first sight; and, thou^ his ad¬ 
dress to me was courteous in the extreme, and he made 
a point of sitting next me, I felt an indignant disposi¬ 
tion to a nearly forbidding reserve and silence. How 
many starts of passion and prejudice has he blackened 
into record, that else might have sunk, for ever for¬ 
gotten, under the preponderance of weightier virtues 
and excellences I 

Angry, however, as I have long been with him, he 
soon insensibly conquered, though he did not soften 
me; there is so little of ill-design or ill-nature in turn, 
he is so open and forgiving for all that is said in re¬ 
turn, that he soon forced me to consider him in a less 
serious light, and change my resentment against his 
treachery into something like commiseration of his 
levity; and before we parted we became good friends. 
There is no resisting great good humour, be what will 
in the opposite scale. 

He entertained us all as* if hired for that purpose, 
telling stories of Dr. Johnson, aiid^ acting them with 
incessant buffoonery. I told him frankly that, if he 
turned him into ridicule by caricature, 1 should fly 
premises : he assured me he would not, and indeed his 
imitations, though comic to excess, were so far frooi 
caricature that he omitted a tiiousand gesticulations 
which I distinctly remember. 

Mr. Langton told some stories himself ih imitation 
of pr. Johnson; but they became him less than Mr. 
Boswell, and only reminded me what Dr. Johnson 
himself once said to Every xoan has, some time 

X 2. 
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in his life, an ambition to be a wag.” If Mr. Langton 
had repeated anything from his truly great friend 
quietly, it would far better have accorded with his own 
serious and respectable character. 

After this I went to Mrs. Ord for the day. 1 found 
there the charming Mrs. Garrick, whom 1 always cor¬ 
dially ddight to see; but she was not well, and could 
not stay. 

In the evening we had a large and pleasant party: 
Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. Boscawen, Lady Hesketb, Mr. 
and Mrs. Pepys, Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins Brown, Mrs. 
E. Hervey, Dr. Bussel, Lady Herrics, Mr. and Mrs. 
Dickenson, Mr. Bardon, and Mr. Batt. 

I had much very interesting and informing conver¬ 
sation with Mr. Batt, who is among ray high favourites. 
He is just returned from France, and lie gave me such 
an account of the situation and disposition of things, 
and of the proceedings of the National Assembly, as, 
from his authority, I should certainly write for the 
benefit of such democrats as only hear and seek the 
presiding powers’ account of themselves; if 1 had not a 
sinking within upon the subject, from the excess of 
horror with which my informer made me look forward 
to probable consec^nces. 

June 4th.— The birthday of our truly good King. 

As His Majesty had himself given me, when 1 saw 
him after the Queen’s birthday, an implied reproach 
for not presenting myself at the palace that day, I de¬ 
termined not to incur a similar censure on this, espe¬ 
cially as I hold my admission on such a national festival 
as a real hl!^piness, as well as honour, when it is to see 
themselves. 

How different was my attire from every other such 
occaisicHi the five preceding years! It was a mere 
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simple dressed undress, without feathers, flowers, hoop, 
or furbelows. 

When I alighted at the porter‘s lodge f was stopped 
from crossing the court-yard, by seeing the King, with 
his three sons, the Prince of Wales, Duke of York, and 
Duke of Clarence, who were standing there alter alight¬ 
ing from their horses, to gratify the people who encir¬ 
cled the iron rails. It was a pleasant and goodly sight, 
and 1 rejoiced in such a detention. 

1 had a terrible difficulty to And a friend who would 
make known to Her Majesty that 1 w'as come to pay 
my devoirs. 

At length, while watching in the passages to and fro, 
I heard a step upon the Princesses’ stairs, and, venturing 
forward, 1 encountered the Princess Elizabeth. 1 paid 
my respectful congratulations on the day, which she 
most pleasantly received, and I intimated my g;rcat 
desire to sec Her Majesty. I am sure the amiable 
Princess communicated my petition, for Mr. De Luc 
came out in a few minutes and ushered me into the 
Boyal presence. , 

The Queen was in her State Dressing-room, her head 
attired for the Drawing-room superbly; but her Court- 
dress, as usual, remaining to be put on at St. James’s. 
She had already received all her early complimenters, 
and was prepared to go to St. James's : the Princess 
Royal was seated by her side, and all the other 
Princesses, except the Princess Amelia, were in the 
room, with the Duchess of York. Mr. Do Luc, Mrs. 
Schwellenberg, Madame de la Fite, and Miss Golds¬ 
worthy were in the background. 

The Queen smiled upon me most graciously, and 
every Princess came up separately to speak with me. 
I thanked Her Majesty warmly for admitting me tpon 
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Buch an occasion. " O !" cried she, " I resolred to see 
you the moment I knew you were here." 

She then inquired when 1 went into Norfolk, and 
conversed upon my summer plans> &c., with more of 
her original sweetness of manner than I have seen 
since my resignation. What pleasure this gave me! 
and what pleasure did 1 feci in being kept by her till 
the further door opened, and the King entered, accom¬ 
panied by the Bukes of York and Clarence! 

1 motioned to retrbat, but, calling out, ** What, Miss 
Burney !" the King came up to me, and inquired how 
T did; and began talking to me so pleasantly, so 
gaily, so kindly, even, that 1 had the satisfaction of 
remaining and of gathering courage to utter ray good 
wishes and warm fervent prayers for this day. He 
deigned to hear me very benignly; or make believe he 
did, for 1 did not make my harangue very audibly; but 
he must be sure of its purport. 

He said I was grown "quite fat" since he had,seen 
me, and appealed to the Buko of York: he protested 
my arm was half as big again as licrctoforc, and then 
he measured it with his spread thumbs and forefingers; 
and the whole of his manner Bho^ved liis perfect appro¬ 
bation of the step 1 had taken, of presenting myself in 
the Royal presence on this auspicious day. 

The Queen soon after walked up to me, and asked if 
1 should like to see the ball at night. 1 certainly 
should much like to have seen them “ in all their glory," 
^er seeing them thus in all their kindness, as well as 
to have been present at the first public appearance at 
Court of the Princess Sophia: but 1 had no means to 
get from and to Chelsea so late at night, and was, 
therefore, forced to excuse myself, and decline her 
graeiooa proportion of giving me tickete. 
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Princess Mary came to shake hands ^th me, and 
Princess Augusta spoke to me for some time ex* 
treme sweetness; in short, I was gratified in every p)8- 
siblc way by the united goodness and condescension of 
all the family. 

Two days after, I went again to Westminster Hidl 
with Miss Ord. Her good mother has a ticket for 
the Bake of Newcastle's box, in which she was seated. 
This day’s business consisted of examining witnesses: 
it was meant for the last meeting during this session; 
but when it was over, Mr. Hastings arose and ad¬ 
dressed the Lords in a roost noble and pathetic speech, 
praying them to continue their attendance till his de¬ 
fence was heard throughout, or, at least, not to deny 
him the finishing his answer to the first charge. 

He spoke, 1 believe, to the hearts of everybody, ex¬ 
cept his prosecutors: the whole assembly seemed evi¬ 
dently afiected by what he urged, upon the unexampled 
delay of justice in his trial: silence was never more 
profound than that which his voice instantly com¬ 
manded. Poor unhappy, injured gentleman I How, 
how can such men practise cruelty so glaring as is 
manifested in the whole conduct of this trial! 

From hence, as usual, 1 went to dine at the Queen’s 
house: Mrs. Schwellenbcrg took me to the Queen af¬ 
ter coffee. 

She was writing to Lady Cremorne: she talked with 
me while she finished her letter, and then read it to 
me, exactly as in old timea. She writes with admirable 
facility, and peculiar elegance of expression, as wall' as 
of handwriting. 

She asked me, somewhat curiously, if 1 had seen any 
of my old friends? I found she meant oppositiooiste. 
1 told her only at the trial. She kept me id con- 
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verse till the dear King carne into the room: he had a 
grandson of Lord Howe’s with him, a'little boy in 
petticoats, with whom he was playing, and who he 
thought remembered me. I haid seen him frequently 
at Weymouth, and the innocent little fellow insisted 
upon making me his bows and reverences, when told 
to maho them to the Queen. 

The JCing asked me what had been doing at West¬ 
minster Hall? I repeated poor Mr. Hastings's remon¬ 
strance, particularly a part of it in which he had men¬ 
tioned that he had already “appealed to His Majesty, 
whose justice he could not doubt.” The King looked 
a little queer, but 1 was glad of the opportunity of. 
putting in a word for poor Mr. Hastings. 

The Queen afterwards gave me a message for my 
dear Mr. Lock, to desire him to wait upon the Princess 
Royal at Kew the following week, to give her his opi¬ 
nion of a work she had in hand.; and she spoke with 
equally just and kind praise of submitting to his taste. 

I went on regularly to the trial till it finished for 
this year. Mr. Dallas closed his answer to the first 
charge, with gpreat spirit and effect, and seemed to 
make numerous proselytes for Mr. Hastings. 

Thursday, Jume 18th. —After many invitations 
and regulations, it was settled 1 was to accompany my 
father on a visit of three days to Mrs. Crewe at Hamp¬ 
stead. 

The villa at Hampstead is small, but commo¬ 
dious. We were received by Mre. Crewe with much 
. kindness. The room was ra^er dark, and she had a 
v«il to her bonnet, half down, and with this aid she 
looked still in a full blaze of beauty. 1 was wholly 
astonished. Her bloom, perfectly natural, is as high 
)afe that of Augusta Lockihhen in her best looks, and 
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the form of her face is so exquisitely perfect that my 
eye never met it without fresh admiration. She is 
certainly, in my eyes, the most completely a beauty of 
any woman I ever saw. I know not, even now, any 
female in her first youth who could bear the comparison. 
She uglifies everything near her. 

Her son was with her. He is just of age. and looks 
’ like her elder brother! he is a heavy, o1d<looking young 
man. Ho is going to China with Lord Macartney. 

My former friend, young Burke, was also there. I 
was glad to renew acquaintance with him; though I 
could see some little strangeness in him: this, however, 
completely wore off before the day was over. 

Soon after entered Mrs. Burke, Miss F— — , a niece, 
and Mr. Richard Burke, the comic, humorous, bold, 
queer brother of the Mr. Burke, who, they said, was soon 
coming, with Mr. Elliot. The Burke family were in¬ 
vited by Mrs. Crewe to meet us. 

Mrs. Burke was just what J have always seen her, 
soft, gentle, reasonable, and obliging; and wc met, I 
think, upon as good terms as if so many years had not 
parted us. 

At length Mr. Burke appeared, accompanied by Mr. 
Elliot. 

He shook hands with my father as soon as he had 
paid his devoirs to Mrs. Crewe, but he returned my 
courtesy with so distant a bow, that I concluded myself 
quite lost with him, from my evident solicitude in poor 
Mr. Hastings’s cause. I could not wish that less 
obvious, thinking as I think of it; hut I felt infinitely 
grieved to lose the favour of a man whom, in all other 
articles, I so much venerate, and whoa, indeed, I 
esteem and admire asHhc very first man of true genius 
now living in tlus country. ^ 
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Mrs. Crewe introda«»d me to Mr. Elliot; I am aure 
we were already personally known to each other, for I 
have seen him perpetually in the Managers’ box, 
whence, as often, he must have seen me in the Great 
Chamberlain’s. He is a tall, thin young man, plain in 
face, dress, and manner, but sensible, and possibly much 
besides; he was reserved, however, and little else ap> 

The moment I was named, to my great joy I found 
Mr. Burke had not recollected me. He is more near¬ 
sighted, considerably, than myself. “ Miss Burney!” 
he now exclaimed, coming forward, and quite kindly, 
taking my hand, **1 did not see you;" and then he 
spoko very sweet words of the meeting, and of my 
looking far better than " while I was a courtier," and 
of how he rejoiced to see that I so little suited that sta¬ 
tion. "You look," cried he, “quite renewed, revived, 
disengaged; you seemed, when I conversed with you 
last, at the trial, quite altered; .1 never saw such a 
change for the better as quitting a Court has brought 
about 1" 

Ah! thought I, this is simply a mistake, from rea¬ 
soning according to your own feelings. I only seemed 
altered for the worse at the trial, because 1 there looked 
coldly and distantly, from dist^e and disafTeetion to 
your proceedings; and 1 here look changed for the 
better, only because I here meet you without the chill 
of disapprobation, and with the glow of my first admir¬ 
ation of you and yoxir talents! 

Mrs. Crewe gave him her place, and he sat by me, 

' Dod entered into a most animated conversation upon 
liord Macartney and his Chinese expedition, and the 
two Chinese youths who were to- accompany it. These 
last* he described minutely, and spoke of the extent of 
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tile undertakings in high, and perhaps faiKiful, terms, 
but with allusions and anecdotes intermixed, so full of 
general information and brilliant ideas, that I soon felt 
the whole of my first enthusiasm return, and with it a 
sensation of pleasure that made the day delicious to me. 

After this my father joined us, and politics took the 
lead. He spoke then with an eagerness and a vehemence 
that instantly banished the graces, though it redoubled 
the energies, of his discourse. The French Rerolu- 
tion," ho said, “ which began by authorising and legal¬ 
ising injustice, and which by rapid steps had proceeded 
to every species of despotism except owning a despot, 
was DOW menacing all the universe and all mankind 
with the most violent concussion of principle and 
order.” My father heartily joined, and I tacitly as¬ 
sented to liis doctrines, though I feared not with his 
fears. 

One speech I must repeat, for it is explanatory of 
his conduct, and nobly explanatory. When he had 
expatiated upon the present dangers, even to English 
liberty and property, from the contagion of havoc and 
novelty, he earnestly exclaimed, “ This it is that has 
made mb an abettor and supporter of Kings! Kings are 
necessary, and, if we would preserve peace and pros- 
perity, we must preserve them. We must all put our 
shoulders to the work! Ay, and stoutly, too I*’ 

This subject lasted till dinner. 

At dinner Mr. Burke sat next Mrs. Crewe, and I had 
the happiness to be seated next Mr. Burke; and my 
other neighbour was his amiable bob. 

Tltt dinner, and the dessert when the servants wore 
removed, were delightful How I wish my dear Su¬ 
sanna and Frody could meet this wonderful man when 
he is easy, happy, and with people he cordially likes J 
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But politics, even on his own side, must always be dx* 
eluded; his irritability is so terrible on that theme 
that it gives immediately to his face the expression of 
a man who is going to defend himself from murderers. 

I can give you only a few little detached traits of 
what passed, as detail would bo endless. 

Charles Fox being mentioned, Mrs. Crewe told us 
that ho had lately said, upon being shown some pas¬ 
sage in Mr. Burke’s book which he had warmly op> 
posed, but which had, in the event, made its own justi¬ 
fication, very candidly, “Well! Burke is right—but 
Burke is often right, only he is right too soon.” 

" Had Fox seen some things in that book,” answered 
Mr. Burke, “ as soon, he would at this moment, in all 
probability, be first minister of this country.” 

“WhatI”cried Mrs. Crewe, “with Pitt?—No!—no! 
—Pitt won’t go out, and Charles Fox will never make 
a coalition with Pitt.” 

“And why not?” said Mr. Burke, drily; “why not 
this coalition as well as other coalitions ?” 

Nobody tried to answer this. 

Charles Fox, however,” said Mr. Burke aftenvards, 
“ can never internally like the French Bevolution. He 
is entangled; but, in himself, if he should find no 
other objection to it, be has at least too ntuch taste for 
such a revolution.” 

4 

Mr. Elliot related that he hod lately been in a com¬ 
pany of some of the first and most distinguished men 
of the French nation, now fugitives here, and had 
asked them some questions about the new French mi- 
jiistry; they had answered that they knew them not 
even by name till now! “ Think,” cried he, “ what a 
ministry that must be! Suppose a new administration 
formed here of Englishmen of whom we had never 
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before Jieard the names! what statesmen they must 
be! how prepared and fitted for government! To 
begin by being at the helm f* 

Mr. Richard Burke related, very comically, various 
censurei^ cost upon his brother, accusing him of being 
the friend of despots, and the abettor of slavery, be* 
cause he had been shocked at the imprisonment of the 
King of France, and was anxious to preserve our own 
limited monarchy in the same state in which it so long 
hail flourished. 

Mr. Bui'ke looked half alarmed at his brother's open¬ 
ing, but, when he had finished, he very good-humour¬ 
edly poured out a glass of wine, and, turning to me, 
said, “ Come then—here’s slavery for ever!" 

This was well understood, and echoed round the table 
with hearty laughter. 

“ Tliis would do for you completely, Mr. Burke,” 
said Mrs. Crewe, “ if it could get into a newspaper! 
Mr. Burke, they would say, has now spoken out; the 
truth has come to light unguardedly, and his real de¬ 
fection from the cause of true liberty is acknowledged. 
1 should like to draw up the paragraph!” 

‘'And add,” said Mr. Burke, “the toast was ad¬ 
dressed to Miss Burney, in order to pay court to the 
Queen!” 

This sport went on till, upon Mr. Elliot’s again men¬ 
tioning France and the rising Jacobins, Mr. Richard 
Burke loudly gave a new toast—"Come!” cried hq^ 
“ here’s confusion to confusion 1” 

Mr. Windham, who was gone into Norfolk for the 
summer, was frequently mentioned, and always with 
praise. Mr. Burke, upon Mr. Elliot’s saying something 
of his being very thin, warmly exclaimed, **He is just 
as ho should be! If I were Windham thu minute, I 
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sitould not wish to be thinncr> nor fatter, nor taller, 
nor shorter, nor any way, nor in anything, altered.” 

Some time after, speaking of former days, you may 
believe I was struck enough to hear Mr. Burke say to 
Mrs, Crewe, I widi you had known Mrs. Delany! 
She, was a pattern of a perfect fine lady, a real fine 
lady, of other days! Her manners were faultless; 
her deportment was all' elegance, her speech was all 
sweetness, and her air and address all dignity. I always 
looked up to her as the model of an accomplished 
woman of former times.” 

Do you think I heard such a testimony to my beloved 
departed friend unmoved ? 

Afterwards, still to Mrs. Crewe, he proceeded to say 
she had been married to Mr. Wycherley, the author. 
There I ventured to interrupt him, and tell him I 
fancied that must be some great mistake, as I had been 
well acquainted with her history from her own mouth. 
He seemed to have heard it from some good authority; 
but I could by no means accede my belief, as her 
real life and memoirs had been so long in my hands, 
written by herself to a certain period,' and, for some 
way, continued by me. This, however, I did not men* 
tion. 

When we left the dining-parlour to the gentlemen, 
Miss P-seised my arm, without the smallest pre¬ 

vious speech, and, with a prodigious Irish brogue, smd 
**Mis8 Burney, I am so glad you can’t think to have 
this favourable opportunity of msking an intimacy with 
you! 1 have longed to know you ever since I b^ame 
rarional!” 

I was glad, too, that nobody beard her! She made 
roe walk off with her in the garden, whither we had 
adjourned for a stroll, at a full gallop, leaning upon 
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ray arm^ and patting her face close to mine, and sput¬ 
tering at every word from excessive eagerness. 

“ I have the honour to know some of your relations 
in Ireland,” she continued; " that is, if they an’t yours, 
which they are very sorry for, they are your sistm’s, 
which is almost the same thing. Mr. Shirley first lent 
me ' Ceciliaand he was so delighted to hear my re¬ 
marks ! Mrs. Shirley’s a most beautiful creature; she's 
grown so large and so big! and all her daughters are 
beautiful; so is all the family. 1 never saw Captain 
Phillips, but 1 dare say he's beautiful.” 

She is quite a wild Irish girl. 

Presently she talked of Miss Palmer. " O, she loves 
you!” she cried; she says she saw you last Sunday, 
and she never was so happy in her life. She said you 
looked sadly." 

This Miss F is a handsome girl, and seems very 
good humoured. I imagine her but just imported, and I 
doubt not but the soft-maimered, and well-bred, and quiet 
Mrs- Burke will soon subdue this exuberance of loquacity. 

I gathered afterwards from Mrs. Crewe, that my curious 
new acquaintance made innumerable inquiries concerning 
my employment and office under the Queen. I find many 
people much disturbed to know wh^herl bad th^ place 
of the Duchess of Aucaster, on oue side, or of a chamber¬ 
maid, on the other. Truth is apt to lie between con¬ 
jectures. 

The p.arfy returned with two very singular additions to 
its number—Lord Loughborough, and Mr, and Mrs. 
Erskine. They have villas at Hampstead, and were met 
in the walk; Mr. Eiskine else would not, probably, have 
desired to meet Mr. Burke,.who openly io the.House of 
Commons asked him if be knew what friendship meant, 
when he pretended to call him, Mr. Burke, his friend? 
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Hiere was an evident disunion of the cordiality of the 
party from this time. My father, Mr. Richard Burke, 
his nephew, and Mr. Elliot entered into some general 
discourse; Mr. Burke took up a volume of Boileau, 
and read aloud, though to himself, and with a pleasure 
that soon made him seem to forget all intruders; Lord 
Loughborough joined Mrs. Burke; and Mr. Erskinc, 
seating himself next to Mrs. Crewe, engrossed her en¬ 
tirely, yet talked loud enough for all to bear who were 
not engaged themselves. 

For me, I sat next Mrs. Erskine, who seems much 
a woman of the world, fur she spoke with me just as 
freely, and readily, and easily as if we had keen old 
friends. 

Mr. Erskine enumerated all bis avocations to Mrs. 
Crewe, and, amongst others, mentioned, very calmly, 
having to plead against Mr. Crewe upon a manor business 
in Cheshire. Mrs. Crewe hastily and alarmed inter¬ 
rupted him, to inquire what he meant, and what might 
ensue to Mr. Crewe? *'0, nothing but the loss of the 
lordship upon that spot,” he coolly answered; “but I 
don’t know that it will be given against him: 1 only 
know I shall have three hundred pounds for it.” 

Mrs. Crewe looked thoughtful; and Mr. Erskinc 
then began to speak of the new Association for Reform, 
by the friends of the people, headed by Messrs. Grey 
and Sheridan, and sustained by Mr. Fox, and openly 
opposed by Mr. Windham, as well as Mr. Burke. He 
said much of the use they had made of his name, 
though he had never yet been to the society; and I 
began to understand that he meant to disavow it; but 
presently he added, “I don’t know whether 1 shall 
ever attend—I have so much to do—so little time: 
however, the people must be supported.*’ 
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“Pray, will you tell me,” said Mrs. Crewe, drily, 
what you mean by the people t I never knew.” 

He looked surprised, but evaded any answer, and 
soon after took his'leave, with his wife, who seems by 
no means to admire him as much as he admires himself, 
if I may judge by short odd speeches which dropped 
from her. The eminence of Mr. £rskinc seems all for 
public life; in private, his excessive egotisms undo 
him. 

Lord Loughborough instantly took his seat next to 
Mrs. Crewe; and presently related a speech which 
Mr. Lrskine has lately made at some public meeting, 
and which he opened to this effect:—" As to me, gen¬ 
tlemen, I have some title to give my opinions freely. 
Would you know what my title is derived from? I 
challenge any man to inquire I If he ask my birth,— 
its genealogy may dispute with kings! If roy wealth, 
it is all for which I have time to hold out my hand ! 
If my talents,—No! of those, gentlemen, I leave you to 
judge for yourselves!” 

But 1 have now time for no more upon this day, 
except that Mr. and Mrs. Burke, in tnaking their exit, 
gave my father and me the most cordial invitation to 
Bcaconsficld in the course of the summer or autumn. 

' And, indeed, 1 should delight to accept it. 

Mrs. Crewe, my father, and myself spent the evening 
together, a little in talking politics, when she gave me 
the pleasure to hear her say Mr. Windham was looked 
up to by all parties, for his principles as much as for 
his abilities. We read Rogers’s sweet poem on 
Memory, and some other things, and retired in very 
serene good humour, 1 believe, with one another. 

Friday, June 22nd. —Mrs. Crewe took my father 
and myself to see the Hampstead lions. We went to 

VOL. V. ■ Y • 
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Cara Wood, to see the hotue and pictnrM. Poor Lord 
Mansfield has not been dewn^stairs, housekeeper 

told os, for the lut four years; yet she asserts he is 
by^no means superannuated, and frequently sees his 
Tery intimate fnends, and seldom refuses to be consulted 
by any latryers. He was particularly connected with 
my revered Mrs. Delany, and 1 felt melancholy upon 
entering his house to recollect how often that beloved 
lady bad planned carrying thither Miss P — — and 
myself, and how often we had been invited by Miss 
Murrays, my Lord’s nieces. 1 asked after those ladies, 
and left them my respects. I heard they were up-stairs 
with Lord Mansfield, whom they never left. 

Many things in this house were interesting, because 
historical ; but 1 fancy the pictures, at least, not to have 
much other recommendation. A portrait of .Pope, by 
himself, I thought extremely curious. It is very much 
in the style of most of Jervas’s own paintings. They 
told us that, after tiie bnming of Lord Mansfield’s 
house in town, at the time of Lord G. Gordon's riots, 
thousands came to inquire if tins original portrait was 
preserved. Luckily it was at Caen Wood. 

We spent a good deal of time in the library, and saw 
first editions of ^most all Queen Anne’s Classics; and 
lists of subscribers to Pope’s * Iliad,’ and many such 
mattras, all enlivening to some corner m other of the 
memory. 

We then drove through Lrad Southampton’s park, 
and some otlmr beautiful grounds in the neighbourhood. 

We spent the rest of the day quite free from inter¬ 
ruption, and sociably, rationally, rad pleasantly. Mrs. 
Crewe obligingly promised us the loan, for reding, of 
8 novel be^n by her mother, Mrs. Greville, and left 
^n hra hands unfinudied. 
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The next day Mrs. Crewe brought us to her house 
in town, where we made regulations for seeing sights 
some day in the next week, and then finished our sexy 
agreeable visit. 

Mrs. Crewe sent us the little novel the next day. It 
is merely a fragment, but has much spirit, knowledge 
of human nature, and griety of idea in most of its 
parts. As a whole we cannot judge it, but I tlunk 
it would not have gone on improving, as the latter 
part begins already to seem spun; yet this latter con¬ 
tains a story highly pathetic, and which no ono could 
well read without tears. There is much merit and 
much entertainment, and here and there are masterly 
strokes: but Mrs, Gceville, like Mrs. Thrale, seems 
to me rather adapted for shining in episodes and 
detached pieces than in any regular and long work. 
And 1 believe this owing to writing on as things arise, 
without any arranged plan to pursue and bring to 
bear. 

Jui4E 27 th.— My father took me agun to Mrs. 
Crewe in Grosvenor-street. I had infinite |deasure in 
giving warm praise to the little novel, and discrimi¬ 
nating the parts and passages which seem most worthy 
admiration. 1 saw the really fond daughter in her 
look of listening; and when we were broken in upon 
by the entrance of Mr. Pelham, she just.named him 
and me to one another, and then said, "You must ex¬ 


cuse me, Mr. Pelham,—but 1 am upon a subject 1 can¬ 
not drop.—^You think, then.—such a character,—such 
a passage'’—&c. &c. And then she finished with 
«O dear! what would one give, you would go on 
with it!” 

She spoke this with an eagerness which seldom breaks 
out, but which hei^tened her beauty indescribably.^ 

y 2* 
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. Mr. Pelham smiled his approbation of the idea, and 
internally smiled also, I doubt not, at sight of my phiz, 
for certainly 1 did at his! He is another of the 
managers! And we have seen one another so very 
often wilhout speech, introduction, or even knowledge 
of each other’s names, that the meeting, like that I had 
with Mr. Elliot, had something in it almost comic,—our 
faces were so familiar, and our voices so strange to 
each other. 

Wc now set out for Long Acre, to sec Lord Macart< 
ney’s chariots for the Emperor of China. Mrs. Crewe 
is particularly interested in all that belongs to this 
embassy, both because her son will accompany it, and 
because Lord Macartney is her intimate friend, as well 
as near relation. I leave to the newspapers your de¬ 
scription of these superb carriages. 

We next proceeded to the Shakspeare Gallery, which 
I had never seen. And here we met with an adven¬ 
ture that finished our morning’s excursions. 

There was a lady in the first room, dressed rather 
singularly, quite alone, and extremely handsome, who 
was parading about with a nosegay in her hand, which 
she frequently held to her nose, in a manner that was 
evidently calculated to attract notice. We therefore 
passed on to the inner room, to avoid-hcr. Here we 
had but just all taken our stand opposite different 
pictures, when she also entered, and, coming pretty 
close to my father, sniffed at her flowers with a sort of 
extatic eagerness, and then let them &11. My father 
picked them up, and gravely presented them to her. 
She curtsied to the ground in receiving them, and pre¬ 
sently crossed over the room, and, brushing past Mrs. 
Cjewe, seated herself immediately by her ^bow. Mrs. 
Crewe, not admiring this familiarity, moved away. 
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giving her at the same time a look of dignified dis¬ 
tance that was almost petrifying. 

It did not prove so to this lady, who presently fol¬ 
lowed her to the next picture, and, sitting as close as 
she could to where Mrs. Crewe stood, began singing 
various quick passages, without words or connexion. 

I saw Mrs. Crewe much alarmed, and advanced to 
stand by her, meaning to whisper her that wc had 
better leave the room; and this idea was not checked 
by seeing that the flowers were artificial. 

By the looks wc interchanged wo soon mutually said, 

This is a mad woman.” Wc feared irritating her by a 
sudden flight, but gently retreated, and soon got 
quietly into the large room; when she bounced up 
with a great noise, and, throwing the veil of her bon¬ 
net violently back, as if fighting it, she looked after us, 
pointing at Mrs. Crewe. 

Seriously frightened, Mrs. Crewe seized my father's 
arm, and hurried up two or three steps into a small 
apartment. Hero Mrs. Crewe, addressing herself to 
an eldcfly gentleman, asked if he could inform the 
people below that a mad woman was terrifying the 
company; and while he was receiving her commission 
with the most profound respect, and with an evident 
air of admiring astonishment at her beauty, we heard 
a rustling, and, looking round, saw the same figure 
hastily striding after us, and in an instant at our elbows. 

Mrs. Crewe turned quite pale; it was palpable she 
was the object pursued, and she most civilly and meekly 
articulated, '* I beg your pardon, ma’am,” as she hastily 
passed her, and hurried down the steps. 

We were going to run for our lives, when Miss Towns- 
hend whispered Mrs. Crewe it was ooly Mrs. Wells the 
actress, and said she was certainly only performing 
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vagaries to try effect, which she was quite famous for 
doing. 

It would have been food for a painter to have seen 
Mrs. Crewe during this explanation. All her terror 
instantly fgave way to indignation; and scarcely any 
pencil could equal the high vivid glow of her cheeks. 
To find herself made the object of game to the bur¬ 
lesque humour of a bold p1aycr> was an indignity she 
could not brook, and her mind was immediately at 
work bow to assist herself against such unprovoked 
and unauthorized effrontery. 

The elderly gentleman who, with great eagerness, 
had followed Mrs. Crewe, accompanied by a young 
man who was of his party, requested more particularly 
her commands; but before Mn. Crewe’s astonishment 
and resentment found words, Mrs. Wells, singing, and 
throwing herself into extravagant attitudes, again 
rushed down the steps, and fixed her eyes on Mrs. 
Crewe. 

This, however, no longer served her purpose. Mrs. 
Crewe fixed her in return, and with a firm, composed, 
commanding air and look that, though it did not makq 
this strange creature retreat, somewhat disconcerted 
her for a few minutes. 

She then presently affected aviolent coughing—such 
a one as almost shook the room; though such a forced 
and unnatural noise as rather resembled howling than 
a cold. 

This over, and perceiving Mrs. Crewe still steadily 
keeping her ground, she had the courage to come up 
to us, and, with a flippant air, said to the clderfy 
^ntleman, “ Pray, sir, will you tell me what it is 
o’clock ?” 

He looked vexed to be called a moment from looking 
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at Mrs. Crew^ and, with a forbidding gravity, an> 
Bwered her—*' About two.” 

No offence, I hope, sir T* 6ried she, seeing him turn 
eagerly from her. 

He bowed without Idohing at her, and she strutted 
away, still, however, keeping in sight, and playing 
various tricks, her eyes perpetually turned towards 
Mrs. Crewe, who as regularly met them, with an 
expression such as might have turned a softer culprit 
to stone. 

Our cabal was again renewed, and Mrs. Crewe again 
told this gentleman to make known to the proprietors 
of the gallery that this person was a nuisance to the 
company, when, suddenly re^approaching us, she called 
out, ” Sir! sir 1 ” to the younger of our new protectors. 

He coloured, and looked much alarmed, but only 
bowed. 

'* Pray, sir,” cried she, ** what's o’clock ?” 

He looked at his watch, and answered. 

You don’t take it ill, I hope, sir?” she cried. 

He only bowed. 

" I do no harm, sir,” said she; " I nwer bite!” 


The poor young man looked aghast, and bowed 
lower; but Mrs. Crewe, addressing herself to the elder, 
said aloud, 1 beg you, sir, to go to Mr. Boydell; you 
may name me to him—Mrs. Crewe.” 

Mrs. Wells at this walked away, yet still m sight. 

You may tell him what has happened, sir, in all 
our names. You may tell him Miss Burney—” 

"Ono!” cried 1, in a horrid fright, “I beseech I 
may not be named ! And, indeed, ma’am, it may be 
better to let it all alone. It will do no good ; and it 
may all get into the newspapers.” 

"And if it does,” cried Mrs. Crewe, "what is it to 
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US ? We have doue nothiug; wc have given no offence, 
and made no disturbance. This person has frightened 
us all wilfully, and utterly without provocation; and now 
she can frighten us no longer, she would brave us. 
Let her tell her own story, and how will it harm us V' 

“ Still,” cried I, I must always fear being brought 
into any newspaper cabals. Let the fact bo over so' 
much against her, she will think the circumstances all 
to her honour if a paragraph comes out beginning 
‘Mrs. Crewe and Mrs. Wells.’” 

Mrs. Crewe liked this sound as little as I should 
have liked it in placing my own name where 1 put hers. 
She hesitated a little what to do, and we all walked 
down-stairs, where instantly this bold woman followed 
us, paraded up and down the long shop with a dramatic 
air while our group was in conference, and then, sitting 
down at the clerk’s desk, and calling in a footman, she 
desired him to wait while she wrote a note. 

She scribbled a few lines, and read aloud her direc¬ 
tion, “To Mr. Topham;” and giving the note to the 
man, said, “ Tell your master that is Bomething to make 
him laugh. Bid him not send to the press till I see 
him.” 

Now as Mr. Topham is the editor of ‘The World,’ 
and notoriously her protector, as her having his foot¬ 
man acknowledged, this looked rather serious, and 
Mrs. Crewe began to partake of my alarm. She 
therefore, to my infinite satisfaction, told her new 
friend that she desired he would name no names, but 
m^iely mention that some ladies had been frightened. 

1 was very glad indeed to gain this point, and the 
good gentleman seemed enchanted with any change 
that occasioned a longer discourse. 

We then got into Mrs. Crewe’s carriage, and not till 



3i9 


1792] OP THE AUTHOR OF ETSLINA. 

then would this facetious Mrs. Wells quit the sH^. 
And she walked in sight, dodging us, and playing 
antics of a tragic sort of gesture, till we drove out of 
her power to keep up with us. What a strange 
creature! 


Mr. Arthur Young to Miss Burney. 

Bndfield Farm, Jane IRtb, 1792. 

What a plaguy business ’tis to take up one's pen to 
write to a person who is constantly moving in a vortex 
of pleasure, brilliancy, and wit,—whose movements 
and connections are, as it were, in another world 1 
One knows not how to manage the matter with such 
folks, till you find by a little approximation and fric' 
tion of tempers and things that they arc mortal, and 
no more than good sort of people in the main, only 
garnished with something wc do not possess ourselves. 
Now, then, the consequence— 

Only three pages to write, and one lost in introduc¬ 
tion ! To the matter At last. 

It seemeth that you make a journey to Norfolk. 
Now do ye see, if you do not give a call on the farmer, 
and examine his ram (an old acquaintance), his buU, 
his lambs, calves, and crops, he will say but one thing 
of you—that you are fit for a court, but not for a fann; 
and there is more happiness to be found among my 
rooks than in the midst of all the princes and prin¬ 
cesses of Groiconda. I would give an hundred pound 
to see you married to a farmer that never saw London, 
with plenty of poultry ranging in a few green fields, 
and flowers and shrubs disposed where they should be, 
around a cottage, and not around a breakfast-roQm in 
Portman-square, fading in eyes that know not to 
admire them. In honest truth now, lot me request 
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jMnpany here. It will give ns all iafinite pleasure. 
Yon'lire habituated to admiration, but you shall have 
here what is much better—the fnendship of those who 
loved you long before the world admired you. Come, 
and make old friends happy. 

A. Young. 


Mr. Jacob Bryant to Miss Burney. 

Cfpe&ham, June 2Stfa, 1792« 

Mt dear Madam, —Any intimation from you will 
have a great weight with me, as well as from your 
brother, whose extensive learning I well know, and for 
whom 1 have all due regard. Mr. Porson’s case has 
been agitated among some persons in these parts who 
are acquainted with his literary merit, and wish well 
to him on that account; and it shall be my endeavour 
to promote his interest whenever I see any opportunity. 
When Sir George Baker made bis collection for the 
benefit of Mr. P., I always threw in my mite, and 
always wished to have him more efieotually benefited. 
You may therefore depend upon my acceding to the 
general subscription of 10^., and, if 1 have any chance 
interest, employing it in his favour. 

1 am going to publish at large the little treatise 
which you were so very good as to accept This has 
been determined upon in consequence of many solicita* 
tions and of letters from persons of rank; who, how¬ 
ever, 1 little thought would have been interested 
about religion. As there are some few variations in 
&e new impresmon, 1 shall beg of you to let me have 
tite'present copy returned, and another more correct 
i^U be soit for your kind acceptance, and one also 
for the acceptance of yonr brother. I print seven hun¬ 
dred and fifty copies, and -the whole profit of the im- 
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pression I purpose to present to the Society for the 
Propagation of the Gospel—some few copies excepted, 
which I shall gire away to my select friends. As the 
whole is designed for a charity, I should be glad to 
have those select friends, and all my friends, promote 
the sale as far as their influence can prevail. 

The times are alarming, but I hope God will please 
to preserve his Church, and maintain for us our excel* 
lent constitution. One great article of assurance is 
the general love of the King; for there are those who 
abound with wickedness and slander, yet the general 
turn of the nation is to affection and loyalty. May 
Heaven long preserve those excellent personages whom 
you love and I love, and for whose happiness 1 shall 
ever be solicitous. I am, 

My dear Madam, 

Your most affectionate firiend and servant, 

Jacob Bryant. 

1 began, or rather returned, a new visiting acquaint¬ 
ance in Lady Hesketh, whom I have long and often 
met at other houses. She is a well-informed, well- 
bred, sensible woman; somewhat too precise and stiff, 
but otherwise agreeable. 

Charles, our new doctor, has set on foot a subscrip¬ 
tion which gives me great pleasure. It is for his very 
learned friend Mr. Porson, a man of the first-rate 
erudition, he tells me, in Europe. His promising 
talents drew him in childhood from obscurity, and he 
received a learned education by a liberal contribution 
of learned men, under the patronage of Sir George 
Baker. Since this, sundry circumstances, too long for 
paper, have occasioned his being suddenly left at 
large without a guinea! This subscription is in- 
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tended to amount to about 1400/., which is to be laid 
out in an annuity for his life. It is not designed as 
his whole support, for his talents will be still his for¬ 
tune ; but to enable him to exercise them liberally, 
and not to write for daily bread. Mr. Raines, master 
of the Charter House, Charles’s late competitor, and 
two others whom I forget, arc joint agents and col¬ 
lectors with Charles in this very laudable business. It 
has been undertaken, and is still conducted, unknown 
to Mr. Porson. 

The four agents each subscribed 50/., for they 
are all close and intimate and attached friends to 
Mr. Porson. Mr. Windham has given Charles 25/. 
towards it from himself, and the same sum from Ixtrd 
Spencer. I have myself had the pleasure to procure 
10/. from my good Mr. Bryant. The subscription is 
now nearly completed. They have been as successful 
as active, and applied only to the rich and learned— 
that is, those who can spare the money, and appreciate 
its destination. 
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July.— I have kept no memorandums of this month, 
which 1 spent chiefly with our dear Etty, in Titchfield- 
atreet. Its history, though-both pleasant and inte¬ 
resting, is not for paper, and therefore I now glide 
past it 

One whole day I spent in it with Mrs. Matthew 
Montagu, alone, except for her fine five babies, the 
eldest not quite five years of age ! It was a domestic 
and pleasant day, and confirmed my good opinion and 
regard for this amiable and very cultivated woman. 
My old friend, her husband, was gone to the north, to 
forward addresses to our dear King, upon his pro¬ 
clamation. 

Dr. Shepherd explained to me the motive of my 
receiving from Miss Knight her ' Marcus Flaminius:’ 
it was in consequence of her hearing that 1 had recom¬ 
mended the perusal of her ‘ Dinarbas ’ to the Prin¬ 
cesses. ‘Dinarbas’ is dedicated to the Queen, who 
had put it into my hands befc^e she had read it, for 
some account of its merits. 1 am sure their Boyal 
Highnesses could read nothing more chastely fitted 
for them. 


Our ambassador is recalled from France; Russia 
has declared war against that wretched kingdom. But 
it may defy all outward enemies to prove in any 
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degree destructiye in comparison with its lawless and 
barbarous inmates. We shall soon have no authentic 
accounts from Paris, as no English are expected to 
remain after the Ambassador, and no Frencbwill dare 
to write, in such times of pilli^e, what may carry them 
"a la lanteme'* * 


MUs Bumey to Mrs. ■■ — 

Chelie* College, July 5tbs 17dX 

I MUST rejoice to see such long letters from my 

dearest M-, so much in her old and early style of 

openness and communication, little as 1 can rejoice to 
think of her so di|tant, or to see her sympathy in that 
point. However, though we must take the world as it 
is, filled with contrarieties, pain balancing pleasure, 
and evil hovering over good, we must not, we need 
not. I trust, resist the consolations of kindness for dis¬ 
turbances which we owe neither to misconduct nor to 
folly. Amongst these stands separation from ftiends; 
and though such indulgence of sorrow as lessens our 
exertions in the duties of life is blamable and selfish, 
there can surely be neither crime nor reproach in mo¬ 
derate regret, even though it should be constant. 
Certainly those who in early life have formed no 
friendships that cling to their growing, and wear un¬ 
wasted to their later yem«, can be ill deserving to 
excite regard in others •, for the he^ that can be shut 
up in the first youth must be wanting in all gifts of 
social participation for every period of existence. I 
must therefore, without impeachment of contentment 
or of conscience, continue to lament, and to hear 
lamented, the distance which situation places between 
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I am much better again in health, my dear friend. 
I rejoice your little ones are well. Do you get at all 
stouter yourself J Do you drink goat's milk ? Does 
your plate improve in beauty about you ? Who are 
^our twelve visiting houses ? Whether you like them 
or not, give me some idea by whom you arc sur¬ 
rounded. 

Madame de Gcnlis, now Madame Brulard, is in 
England, but I have not seen her. She seemed to 
me, when here last, one of the most fascinating and 
well-informed of women ; but such talcs are now circu¬ 
lated to her disadvantage that I am not ambitious of her 
notice, and therefore I rejoice she has not renewed our 
acquaintance. Yet, till of late, I was disposed both to 
love and reverence her; and even now, her works arc 


all so highly framed to do her honour, that, should I 
meet with any one friend who would vindicate her, I 
feel ready to disbelieve, in her favour, a thousand foes. 
Your ideas and anticipations may be just, but they 
may, also, do her wrong; I would not, therefore, take 
from her the power of showing a firmer mind in mere 
expectation of a weaker. 


Adieu, my ever dear friend—Heaven bless you ! 


F. B. 


* * • * 

Miss Palmer married Lord Inchiquin, and 1 wrote 
her my good wishes, which she answered by return of 
post, with an afiectionatc invitation to introduce me to 
her lord, and a warm avowal of her happiness. I 
heartily hope it may be permanent. 

I spared a few minutes->not more—to meet Mrs. 
Chapone at Mrs. Ord's one evening, and to meet 
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Mr. Smelt and Mrs. Chbimley another. The two 
latter 1 know not when 1 may hope to see a^ain; they 
are now gone to settle in the north, and liave relin- 
quished entirely their beautiful little house at Kcw. 1 
am very sorry. Mrs. Chapone, who seems unalterable, 
[ may yet hope to meet often. 

Mr. Jacob Bryant to Miss Bumey. 

CjpeiiUam, tiear Windsor, Augo&t 7di, I70!l. 

Dkar M.adam, —When I come to town, which will be 
probably soon, it shall be my hrst business to wait on 
you, and to beg your acceptance of a copy from the 
new impression of my Treatise " On the Truth of the 
Christian Beligionand if 1 should have the mis¬ 
fortune, a third time, not to meet with you, still this 
mark of my true esteem shall be left, and will meet, 
I hope, with a favourable reception. 

1 am purchasing a house in town—which news, how¬ 
ever private and limited, had not escaped the know¬ 
ledge of some whose wonderful comprehension and 
memory scarcely anything within their verge, however 
minute, escapes. I was, with great .condescension and 
much .easy wit, rallied, as having certainly views of 
hymeneal connections; or, in the more common phrase¬ 
ology of the world, as being determined to—alter my 
condition. That I entertain some prospect of an 
alteration is certain; but it is such a change as must 
be expected by a person at my very advanced term of 
life. 

I told you that the pretty dog Hector, which I pre¬ 
sented to a roost lovely little Princess, is dead, and 1 
am commanded to procure another, as tlie misfortune 
is said to have been attended witli many tears and a 
great regret. A lady of quality hag offered roc a 

VOL. V. z • 
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female for this purpose> whose name is Flirt. Will it 
not be a degradation, after such an heroic title, to offer 
an animal of so mean and vulgar an appellation, far 
inferior to Miss, and barely equivalent to Coquet and 
Gipsy? I have no book, either ancient or modem, 
to which I can apply for information. You may pos¬ 
sibly ease my doubts by saying, Change the name, if a 
change be requisite, and for Flirt read Flora, and 
then all will be well. 

This inquiry may perhaps be of as much importance 
as many that have been agitated, such as these— 
whether the sea be free to all, or shut ? whether men 
originally are equal or unequal? whether war be 
natural or unnatural ? add to these, the disputes about 
the rights of men, to which I subjoin—the rights of 
£>ols. The last of these has not been sufficiently 
considered, and a very large body of respectable per¬ 
sons, including idiots, naturals, simpletons, change¬ 
lings, &c., have been passed over with too little notice. 
You will perhaps think me prejudiced in favour of a 
society to which I may possibly be in some degree 
allied, and bring *11118 rhapsody in full proof of your 
opinion. 

I am, my dear Madam, 

Your most sincere and 

affectionate humble servant, 

Jacob Bryant. 


Monday, SErTEMBEB 24 th. —We set out for Hal¬ 
stead, in Essex,—our Etty, her lovely Marianne, and 
I; &nd there we were most affectionately welcomed by 
Mrs. Hawkins, and by il earo ^so. Sophia skipped 
with joy, and Cecilia was fill smiles, grace, and enchant¬ 
ment. 



1792] or THE AUTHOR OT EVELINA. 


339 


Our time was almost all corroded by tbe general 
alarm for the political safety of all manner of people; 
the successes of the fiends of France filled us n ith 
incessant horror, and the necessity of guarding against 
the contagion of plunder and equality, amongst the 
poor and the wicked, or the duped and the dupers, 
occupied us perpetually. . 

Mrs. Phillips to Mils Bamey. 

Hick lebam, September 9 1793. 

We shall shortly, I believe, have a little colony of 
unfortunate (or rather, fortunate, since here they are 
safe) French noblesse in our neighbourhood. Sunday 
evening Ravely informed Mr- Lock that two or three 
families had joined to take Jenkinson's bouse. Juniper 
Hall, and that another family had taken a small 
house at Westhumble, which the pcoplp very reluc¬ 
tantly let, upon the Christian-like supposition that, 
being nothing but French papishes, they would never 
pay. Our dear Mr. Lock, while this was agitating, 
sent word to the landlord that he would be answerable 
for the rent} however, before this message arrived, 
the family were admitted. The man said they had 
pleaded very hard indeed, and said, if he did but know 
the distress they had been in, he would not hesitate. 

This house is taken by Madame de Broglie, daughter 
of the Mareschal, who is in the army with the French 
Princes; or, rather, wife to his son, Victor Broglie, 
till very lately General of one of the French armies, 
and at present disgraced, and fled nobody knows 
where. This poor lady came over in an open boat, 
with a son younger than my Norbury, and was fourteen 
hours at sea. She has other ladies with her, and ^n- 
tlomen, and two little g^rls, who had been sent ,to 

2 2 * 
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England some weeks ago; they arc all to lodge in a 
sort of cottage, containing only a kitchen and parlour 
on tho ground door. 

I long to offer them my house, and have been much 
gratified by finding Mr. l,ock immediately determined 
to visit them; his taking this step will secure them 
the civilities, at least, of the pthcr neighbours. 

At Jenkinson’s are — la Marquise do la Chutre, 
whose husband is with the emigrants; her son; M. de 
Narbonne, lately Ministre dc la Guerre; M. do 
Montmorency; Charles or Theodore Laineth; Jau- 
court; and one or two more, whose names I have for¬ 
gotten, are either arrived to-day, or expected. I feel 
infinitely interested for all these persecuted persons. 
Pray tell me whatever you hear of M. de Liancourt, 
Si^.. Heaven bless you ! 


Miss Burney to Dr. Burney. 

Halitead, October 2nd, ‘92. 

riEAUEST Padkf,—I have just got 5 ’our direction, 
in a letter from my mother, and an account that you 
seem to be in health and spirits; so now 1 think it 
high time to let you know a little about some of your 
daughters, lest you should forget you have any such 
incumbrances. 

In the first place, two of them, Esther and F. B., 
had R safe and commodious journey hither, in the 
midst of pattering showers and cloudy skies, making 
up as well as they could for the deficiencies of the 
elements by the dulcet recreation of thb concord of 
' sweet sounds; not from tabrets and harps, but from 
the harmony of hearts with tongues. 

In the second place, a third of thcin„ Charlotte F., 
i^ites word her caro s^oso has continued very tolerably 



1792] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 341 

% 

well this last fortnight, and that she still desires to 
receive my visit according to tlic first appointment. 

In the third place, a fourth of them, Sarah, is living 
upon French politics and with French fugitives, at 
Bradfield, where she seems perfectly satisfied witli 
foreign forage. 

In the fourth place, Susanna, another of them, sends 
cheering histories of herself and her tribe, though she 
concludes them with a sighing ejaculation f'*1 wish I 
did not know there was sucli a country as b'ratu c!” 

So much for your daughters. 

Mr. Hawkins's house is pleasantly situated, and all 
that belongs to its inistrc^:* is nearly perfect. Even 
its master is more *o my giuln than 1 have ever known 
him before, for he is eng'’ ^ed in writing notes for 
answers to Paine, Mackintosh, House, Priestley, Price, 
and a score more of Mr. Burke’s incendiary antago¬ 
nists. I wish to spirit him on to collect tlicm into a 
pamphlet and give them to the public, but he is 
doubtful if it would not involve him in v mc heavy 
expense. I rather think the contrt'ry, lur he has 
really written well, and with an animation that his 
style of conversation had not made qae expect. It 'is 
impossible to be under the roof of an English clergy¬ 
man, and to witness his powers of making leisure 
useful, elegant, and happy, without continual internal 
reference to the miserable contrast of the unhappy 
clergy of France. 

To-day's papers teem with the promise of great and 
decisive victories to the arms of the Duke of Bruns¬ 
wick. 1 tremble for the dastardly revenge menaced to 
the most injured King of France aud his family. 1 
dai'c hardly wish the advance and success of the com¬ 
bined arifiics, in the terror of such conscqi^Qces. 
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Yet the fate and future tranquillity of all Europe 
seem inevitably involved in the prosperity or the 
failure of this expedition. The depression or encou¬ 
ragement it must ^ve to political adventurers, who, at 
all times, can stimulate the rabble to what they please, 
will surely spread far, deep, aud wide, according to 
the event of French experiment upon the minds, man¬ 
ners, and powers of men^ and the feasibility of 
expunging all past experience, for the purpose of 
treating the world as if it were created yesterday, and 
every man, woman, and child were let loose to act from 
their immediate suggestion, without reference to what 
is past, or sympathy in an 3 rthing that is present, or 
precaution for whatever is to come. It seems, in 
truth,' no longer the cause of nations alone, but of 
individuals; not a dispute for a form of government, 
but for a condition of safety. 

Ever and ever most dutifully and 

affectionately, your 

F. B. 


Friday, October 5th. —1 left Halstead, and set off, 
alone, for Bradfield Hall, which was but one stage of 
nineteen miles distant. 

Sarah, who was staying with her aunt, Mrs. Young, 
expected me, and came running out before thcchaise 
stopped at the door, and Mr. Young following, with 
both hands foil of French newspapers. He welcomed 
me with ^ hb old spirit and impetuosity, exclaiming 
his house never bad been so honoured since its founda- 
'tion, nor ever could be again, unless I re-visited it in 
my way back, even though all England came in the 
mean, time! " 
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Do you not know liim well, my Susan, by this open¬ 
ing rhodomontade ? 

“But where,” cried he, " is Hetty ? 0 that Hetty! 
Why did you not bring her with you ? That wonder¬ 
ful creature 1 1 have half a mind to mount horse, and ’ 
gallop to Halstead to claim her! What is there 
there to merit her ? What kind of animals have you 
left her with ? Anything capable of understanding her?” 

During this we mounted up-stairs, into the dining¬ 
room. Here all looked cold and comfortless, and. no 
Mrs. Young appeared. I inquired for hcr^ and heard 
that her youngest daughter. Miss Patty, had just had 
a fall from her horse, which had bruised her face, and 
occasioned much alarm. 

The rest of the day we spoke only of French poli¬ 
tics. Mr. Young is a severe penitent of his democratic 
principles, and has lost even all pity for the Comtitiumt 
Revolutiannaire.’i, who had'“taken him in” by their 
doctrines, but cured him by their practice, and who 
“ ought better to have known what they were about 
before they presumed to enter into action.” 

Even the Due de Liancourt, who was then in a small 
house at Bury, merited, he said, all the personal mis¬ 
fortunes that had befallen him. “1 have real obliga¬ 
tions to him,” he added, *‘and therefore 1 am anxious 
to show him any respect, and do him any service, in 
his present reverse of fortune; but ho has brought it 
all on himself, and, what is worse, on his country.” 

Ho wrote him, however, a note to invite him to 
dinner the next day. The Duke wrote an answer, that 
he lamented excessively being engaged to meet Iiord 
Dustou, and dine with the Bury aldermen. 

1 must now tell you the history of this poor Duke’s 
arriving in England, for it involves a revival of loyalty 
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—an effort to make some amends to hU unliappy sovc* 
reign for the misery into which he had largely contri¬ 
buted to plunge him—which, with me, has made his 
peace for ever. 

But firat I should tell, he was the man who almost 
compelled the erery-way-deluded Louis to sanction the 
National Assembly by his presence when hrst it re¬ 
sisted his orders. The Queen and all her party were 
strongly against the measure, and prophesied it would 
bo the ruin' of his authority; but the Duke, highly am¬ 
bitious of fame, as Mr. Young describes him, and will¬ 
ing to sacrifice everything to the new systems then 
pervading all France, suddenly rushed into his closet, 
upon the privilege of being one of the five or seven Pairs 
dc France who have that licence, and, with a strong 
and forcible eloquence, declared notliing but his con¬ 
cession would save the nation from a civil war; while 
his entering, unarmed, into the National Assembly, 
would make him regarded for ever as the father and 
saviour of his people, and secure him the powerful 
sovereignty of the grateful hearts of all his subjects. 

He succeeded, and the rest is public. 

Certainly he can never recollect this incident, with 
whatever good or even noble sentiments ho had been 
wrought up to it, without the severest pain. What 
might have been the event of an opposite conduct, no 
one can tell; but it is difficult to figure to the most 
terrible imaginatiou anything so dreadful, anything 
indeed not better than what happened. Mr. Young is 
persuaded that, but for this manoeuvre of the Duke, and 
some similar acts of his first associates, none of these 
evils would have come to pass: M. de Calonne’s con¬ 
ciliatory articles would have been agreed to by the 
King and tbe people, and the government gradually 
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have been amended, and blood and villany liave 
looked another way. 

This incident, which 1 have here mentioned, has set 
all the Coblentz party utterly and for ever against the 
Duke. He bad been some time in extreme anguish for 
the unhappy King, whose ill treatment on the 20th of 
June, 1792, reached him while commandant at Rouen. 
He then first began to see that the Monarch or the 
Jacobins must incvntably fall, and he could scarce sup¬ 
port the prospect of ultimate danger threatening the 
former. 1 have since been told, by a gentleman then 
at Rouen, that he was never surprised in his room, at 
that period, but he was found mordant his fist, and in 
action of desperation. Ah!—well he might! 

When the news reached him of the bloody 10th of 
August, a plan which for some time he had been form- 
ing, of gaining over his regiment to the service of the 
King, was rendered abortive. Yet all his officers ex¬ 
cept one had promised to join in any enterprise for 
their insulted master. He had hoped to get the King 
to Rouen under this protection, as 1 gather, though 
this matter has never wholly transpired. But the 
King could not be persuaded to trust any one. How 
should he ?—especially a Bevolutionnaire ? 

No time now was to be lost, and, in his first impe¬ 
tuosity of rage and despair, he instantly summoned his 
officers and his troops; and, in the midst of them all, 
upon the paradc or place of assembling, he took off his 
hat, and called out aloud “ Vive le Roi!” 

His officers echoed the sound, all but one!—yet not 
a soldier joined. Again he waved lus hat, and louder 
and louder called out "Vive le Roi!” And then every 
soldier repeated it after him. 

Enchanted with hope, he felt one exulting memeht. 
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when this single dissentient officer called out. aloud, as 
soon as the loyal cry was over, As an officer of the 
Nation I forbid this!—^Vive la Nation!" 

The Bukeinstantly had the man arrested, and retired 
to his apartment to compose his excess of agitation, 
and consider how to turn this promise of loyalty to the 
service of his now imprisoned King; but, in a short 
time, an officer strongly attached to him entered the 
room hastily, and cried, *‘Sauvez votts, M. de Ltaiif 
court !—^be speedy—^the Jacobin party of Bouen have 
heard of your in^serctioD, and a price is this moment 
sot upon your head!" 

The Duke knew too well with whom he had to act, for 
a moment's hesitation. To serve the King was now 
impossible, as he had but to appear in order to be 
massacred. He could only save his own life by flight. 

In what manner he effected his escape out of Bouen 
he has never mentioned. I believe he was assisted by 
those who, remaining behind, could only be named to 
be torn in pieces for their humanity. The same French 
gentleman whom 1 have just mentioned, M. Jamard, 
a French priest, tells me no human being knows when 
or how he got away, and none suspected him to be 
gone for two days. He went first to Abbeville; there, 
for two days, he appeared everywhere, walking about 
in his regimentals, and assuming an air of having 
nothing to apprehend. This succeeded, as his iadm- 
eretion had not yet spread at Abbeville; bdt, 
while, a youth whom he had brought up froni.a 
and on whose fond regard and respect he could laly; 
, was employed in seeking him the means of piMsing 
over to England. This was infinitely difficult, as he 
was to leave France without any passport 

How he quitted Abbei^e I know not; but he was 
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in another town, near the coast, three days, still waiting 
for a safe conveyance; and here, finding his danger 
increased greatly by delay, he went to some common 
house, Avithout dress or equipage or servants that could 
betray him, and ^nt his whole time in bed, under 
pretence of indisposition, to avoid being seen. 

At length his faithful young groom succeeded; and 
he got, at midnight, into a small boat, with only two 
men. He had been taken for the King of France by 
one, who had refused to convey him; and some friend, 
Avho assisted his escape, was forced to get him off, at 
last, by holding a pistol to the head of his conductor, 
and protesting he would shoot him through and 
through, if he made further demur, or spoke aloud. 
It was dark, and midnight. 

IBoth he and his groom planted themselves in the 
bottom of the boat, and were covered with fagots, 
lost any pursuit should ensue: and thus wretchedly 
they were suffocated till they thought themselves at a 
safe distance from France. The poor youth then, first 
looking up, exclaimed, “Ah! nous sommes perdust 
they are carrying us back to our own country!” The 
Duke started up; be had the same opinion, but thought 
opposition vain; he charged him to keep silent and 
quiet; and after about another league, they found this, 
at least, a false alarm, owing merely to a thick fog or 
mist. 

At length they landed—at Hastings, 1 tliink. The 
boatman had his money, and they walked on to the 
nearest public-house. The Duke, to seem English, 
called for “ Pot Portere." It was brought him, and he 
drank it off in two draughts, his drought being ex¬ 
treme; and he called for another instantly. That 
also, without any suspicion or recollection -of conse- 
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quences, was as hastily swallowed; and what ensued 
he knows not He was intoxicated, and fell into a 
profound sleep. 

His groom helped the people of the house to carry 
him up-stairs and put him to bed. 

How long he slept he knows not, but he woke in the 
middle of the night without the smallest consciousness 
of where he was, or what had happened. France alone 
was in his head—France and its horrors, which no> 
thing—not even English porter and intoxication and 
sleep^could drive away. 

He looked round the room with amaze at first, and 
soon after with consternation. It was so unfurnished, 
so miserable, so lighted with only one small bit of a 
candle, that it occurred to him ho was in a tnaison de 
yorce—thither conveyed in his sleep. 

The stillness of everything confirmed this dreadful 
idea. He arose, slipped on his clothes, and listened at 
the door. He heard no sound. He was scarce yet, 1 
suppose, quite awake, for he took the candle, and de* 
tennined to make an attempt to escape. 

Down-stairs he crept, neither hearing nor making 
any noise; and he found himself in a kitchen: he 
looked round, and the brightness of a shelf of pewter 
plates struck his eye; under them were pots and kettles 
shining and polished. AhT cried ho to himself, 
"je suU en Angleierre!” The recollection came all 
at once at sight of a cleanliness which, in -these ar* 
tides, he says, is never met with in France. 

He did not escape too soon, for his first cousin, the 
good Due de la Bochefoucault, another of the first 
Bevolutiqnnaires, was massacred the next month. The 
character he has given of this murdered relation is the 
most'affecting, in praise and virtues, that can possibly 
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be heard. Sarah has heard him till she could not 
keep the tears from her eyes. They had been .eleves 
together, and loved each other as the tendercst 
brothers. 

You will all be as sorry as I was myself to hear that 
every ill story of la Comtesse de Gcnlis was confirmed 
by the Duke. She was resident at Bury, when he ar- 
rived, with Mile. Egalite, Pamela, Henrietta Circe, 
and several others, who appeared in various ways, as 
artists, gentlemen, domestics, and equals, on various 
occasions. The history of their way of life is extra¬ 
ordinary, and not very comprehensible; probably 
owing to the many necessary difficulties which the new 
system of equality produces. 

The Duko accuses Madame Brulard of being a prin¬ 
cipal instrument of French misery. The Duke d’Or- 
leans, he says, is indisputably the primary cause of the 
long and dreadful anarchy of his country, and Madame 
Brulard had an influence which as indisputably carried 
him on, since it did not stop him. The Duko adores 
the Duchess of Orleans, whom he describes as one of 
the most amiable and exemplary of women; and he 
declares she has not a friend who forbears detesting 
Madame Brulard, who is a woman of the first abilities, 
but of inexhaustible intrigue and ambition. The Due 
d'Orleans he has had some personal pique with, I be¬ 
lieve, as he made no scruple to say that if he met him 
in London he should instantly cane him. He calls him 
a villain and a coward. 

A lady of Bury, a sister of Sir Thomas Gage, had 
been very much caught by Madame Brulard, who had 
almost lived at the house of Sir Thomas. Upon the 
arrival of the Duke he was invited to Sir Thomas 
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Gage’s immediately; and Miss G-■, calling upon 

Madame Brulard, mentioned him, and asked if she 
knew him ?—No, she answered; but she had seen him. 
This was innocently repeated to the Duke, who then, in 
a transport of rage, broke out with “ Rile m'a vv ! and 
is that all?—Does she forget that she has sppke to me? 
that she has heard mo too?” And then he related 
what 1 have written, and added, that when all was 
wearing the menacing aspect of anarchy, before it broke 
out, and before he was ordered to his regiment at Pouen, 
ho had desired an audience of Madame Brulard, for 
the first time, having been always a friend of Madame 
d’Orleans, and consequently her enemy. She was un¬ 
willing to see him, but be would not be refused. Ho 
then told her that France was upon the point of ruin, 
and that the Due d’Orleans, who had been its destruc¬ 
tion, and "the disgrace of the Revolution,” could alone 
now prevent the impending havoc. Ho charged her 
therefore, forcibly and ])cremptorily, to take in charge 
a change of measures, and left her with an cxiiortation 
which he then flattered himself would have some chance 
of averting the coming dangers. But cjuickly after 
she quitted France voluntarily, and settled in England. 
"And can she have forgot all this?” cried be. 

1 know not if this was repeated to Madame de Bru¬ 
lard ; but certain it is she quitted Bury with the utmost 
expedition. She did not even wmt to pay her debts, 
and left the poor Henrietta Circe behind, as a sort of 
hostage, to prevent alarm. Tlie creditors, however, 
finding her actually gone, entered the house, and poor 
Henrietta was terrified into hysterics. Probably she 
knew not but they were Jacobins^ or would act upon 
Jacol^ principles. 
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Madame Brulard then sent for her, and remitted 
money, and proclaimed her intention of returning to 
Suffolk no more. 

The Duke is now actually in her house. There was 
DO other yacant that suited him so well. 

1 am much interested in Susan’s account of poor 
Madame de Broglie. How terribly, T fear, all is pro¬ 
ceeding in France! 1 tremble at such apparent tri¬ 
umph to such atrocious cruelty; and though 1 doubt 
not these wretches will destroy one another while com¬ 
bating for superiority, they will not set about that 
crying retribution, tor which justice seems to sicken, 
till they have first utterly annihilated all manner of 
people, better, softer, or more human tlian themselves. 

The Duke accepted the invitation for to-day, and 
came early, on horseback. He had just been able to 
get over some two or three of his horses from France. 
He has since, I hear, been forced to sell them. 

Mrs. Young was not able to appear; Mr. Young 
came to my room door to beg I would waste no time 
Sarah and 1, therefore, proceeded to the drawing¬ 
room. 

Tlie Duke was playing with a favourite dog—^thc 
thing probably the most dear to him in England; for 
it was just brought him over by his faithful groom, 
whom he had sent back upon business to his son. 

He is very tall, and, were his figure less, would bo 
too fat, but all is in proportion. His face, which is very 
handsome, though not critically so, has rather a 
haughty expression when left to itself, but becomes 
soft and'spirited in turn, according to whom he speaks, 
and has great play and variety. His deportment is 
quite noble, and in a style to announce conscious rank 
even to the most sedulous equaliser. His carriage is 
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peculiarly uprighij and his person uncommonly well 
made. His manners are such as only admit of com> 
parison with what have read, not what we have 
seen ; for ho has all the air of a man who would wish 
to lord over men, but to cast himself at the feet of 
women. 

He was in mourning for his barbarously murdered 
cousin the Due dc la Rochefoucault. His Brst address 
was of the highest style. I shall not attempt to re* 
collect his words, but they were most elegantly ex¬ 
pressive of his satisfaction in a meeting ho had long, 
he said, desired. 

With Sarah he then shoolc hands. She had been his 
interpretess here on his arrival, and he seems to have 
conceived a real kindness for her; an honour of which 
she is extremely sensible, and with reason. 

A little general talk ensued, and he made a point of 
curing Sarah of being afraid of his dog. He made no 
secret of thinking it affectation, and nev6r rested till 
he had conquered it completely. 1 saw here, in tlic 
midst of all that at first so powerfully struck me, of 
dignity. Importance, andhigh'-breeding, a true French 
potisson; for he called the dog round her, made it 
jump on her shoulder, and amused himself as, in Eng¬ 
land, only a schoolboy or a professed fox-hunter would 
have dreamt of doing. 

This, however, recovered me to a little ease, which 
his compliment had rather overset. Mr. Young hung 
back, nearly quite silent. Sarah was quiet when ro- 
conciled to the dog, or, rather, subdued by the Duke; 
and then, when I thought it completely out of his head, 
he tranquilly drew a chair next mine, and began a sort 
of sepuate conversation, which he suffered nothing to 
interrupt till we were summoned to dinper. 
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His subject was ^Cecilia;' and he seemed not to 
have the smallest idea I could object to discussing 
it, any more than if it had been the work of another 
person. 

1 answered all his demands and interrogatories with 
a degree of openness I have never answered any other 
upon this topic; but the least hope of beguiling the 
misery of an imigr^ tames me. 

Mr. Young listened with amaze, and all his ears, to 
the many particulars and elucidations which the Duke 
drew from me; he repeatedly called out he had heard 
nothing of them before, and rejoiced he was at least 
present when they were communicated. 

This proved, at length, an explanation to the Duke 
himself, that, the moment he understood, made him 
driW back, saying, Peut*etrc que jc suis indiscret? ” 
However, he' soon returned to the charge; and when 
Mr. Young made any more exclamations, he heeded 
them not: he smiled, indeed, when Sarah also affirmed 
he had procured accounts she had never heard before; 
but he has all the air of a man not new to any mark of 
more than common favour. * 

At length we were called to dinner, during which he 
spoke of general things. 

The French of Mr. Young, at table, was very comic; 
he never hesitates for a word, bbt puts English wher¬ 
ever he is at a loss, with a mock French pronunciation. 
Monsieur Due, as ho calls him, laughed once or twice, 
but clapped him on the back, called him un brave homme, 
and gave him instruction as well as encouragement in 
all his blunders, 

'When the servants were gone, the Duke asked me if 
anybody might.write a letter to the King? I fancy 
he had some personal idea of this kind. 1 told him 

VOL. V. 2 a 
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yes, but through the hands of a Lord of the Bed¬ 
chamber, or some state officer, or a Minister. He 
seemed pensive, but said no more. 

He inquired, however, if I had not read to the 
Queen; and seemed to wish to understand my office; 
but here he was far more circumspect than about 
* Cecilia.’ He has lived so much in a Court, that he 
knew exactly how far he might inquire with the most 
scrupulous punctilio. 

I found, however, he had imbibed the Jacobin no¬ 
tion that our beloved King was still disordered; for,' 
after some talk upon his illness, and very grave and 
proper expressions concerning the affliction and terror 
it produced in the kingdom, he looked at me very 
fixedly, and, with an arching brow, said, " Mais, 
Mademoiselle — apres tout — le Boi — cst il bien 
gueri ?" 

I gave him such assurances as he could not doubt, 
from their simplicity, which resulted irom their truth. 

Mr. Young would hardly let Sarah and me retreat; 
however, we promised to meet soon to cofiee. 

1 went away full of concern for his injuries, and 
fuller of amazement at the spirit wi& which he bore 
them. 

When at last we met in the drawing-room, I found 
the Duke all altered. Mr. Young had been forced away 
by business, and was but just returned, and he had 
therefore been left a few minutes by himself; the eficct 
was visible, and extremely touching. BecoUections 
and sorrow had retaken possession of his mind; and 
his spirit, his vivacity, his power of ralfying, were all 
at an end. Ha was strolling about the room with an 
air the most gloomy, and a face that looked enveloped 
in clouds of sadness and moroseness. There was a 
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fierti almost even fierce in hk air and look, as, wrapped 
in himBel£ he continued his walk. 

1 felt now an increasing compassion:—^what must he 
not suffer when he ceases to fight with his calamities! 
Not to disturb him we talked with one another, but he 
soon shook himself and joined us; though he could 
not bear to sit down, or stand a moment in a place. 

Sarah. spoke of Madame Brulard, and, in a little 
malice, to draw him out, said her sister know her very 
well. 

The Duke, with eyes of fire at the sound, cunc up to 
me: “ Comment, Mademoiselle! tous avez connu 
cette coquine de Brulard ? '* And then he asked me 
what I had thought of her. 

I frankly answered that 1 had thought her charm- 
intelligent, welhbred, well-informed, and 

amiable. 

He instantly drew back, as if sorry he had named 
her so roughly, and looked at Sally for thus surprising 
him; but I immediately continued that I could now no 
longer think the same of her, as I could no longer 
esteem her; but I confessed my surprise had been in¬ 
expressible at her duplicity. 

He allowed that, some years ago, she might have a 
better chance than now of captivation; for the deeper 
she had immersed in politics, the more she bad forfeited 
of feminine attraction. " Ah! ” he cried, “ with her 
talents—her knowledge—her parts—^had she been 
modest, reserved, gentle, what a blessing might she 
have proved to her country! but she is devoted to in¬ 
trigue and cabal, and proves its curse.” 

He then spoke with great asperity against all the 
femmes de lettres now known; he said they were com- 

2 A 2 • 
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tnonly the most disgusting of their sex, in France, by 
their arrogance, boldness, and mavtaises mceurs. 

I inquired if Mr. Young had shown him a letter 
from the Duke of Graflon, which he had let me read 
in the morning. It was to desire Mr. Young would 
acquaint liim if the Due de Liancourt was still in 
Bury, and, if so, to wait upon him, in the Duke of 
Grafton’s name, to solicit him to make Euston his 
abode while in England, and to tell him that he sliould 
• have his apartments wholly unmolested, and his time 
wholly unbroken; that he was sensible, in such a si¬ 
tuation of mind, he must covet much quiet and freedom 
from interruption and impertinence; and he therefore 
promised that, if he would honour his house with his 
residence, it should be upon the same terms as if he 
were in an hotel—that he would never know if ho 
were at home or abroad, or e^en in town or in the 
country ; and he hoped the Due de Liancourt would 
make no more scruple of accepting such an asylum and 
retreat at his house than he would himself have done 
of accepting a similar one from the Duke in France, if 
the misfortunes of bis own country had driven him to 
exile. 

1 was quite in love with the Duke of Grafton for this 
kindness. The Due de Liancourt bofred to my ques¬ 
tion, and seemed much gratified with the invitation; 
but I sec he cannot brook obligation; he would rather 
live in a garret, and call it his own. 

He told me, however, with an air of some little plea¬ 
sure, that he had received just such another letter from 
Lord Sheffield. I believe both these noblemen had 
been entertained at liancourt some years ago. 

I inquired after Madame la Duchesse, and 1 had the 
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satisfaction to hear she was safe in Switzerland. The 
Duke told roc she had purchased an estate there. 

He inquired very particularly after your Juniper 
colony, and M. dc Narbonuc, but said he most wished 
to meet with M. d'Arblay, who was a friend and fa¬ 
vourite of his eldest son. 


Mr, Jacob Bryant to Miss Bumey, 

November 1792. 

Dear Madam, —Your very kind letter afforded me 
uncommon satisfaction, for I had from your silence 
formed an opinion that you were very ill; and, from 
the length of your silence, that this illness must 
necessarily be of an alarming and dangerous nature. 
It gives me great pleasure to find that my fears were 
vain, and that I shall be again favoured both with 
your correspondence and rational conversation. 

I have been, till very lately, in continual fears from 
the wickedness and degeneracy of numbers in this 
nation, and from the treasonable purposes which they 
have dared openly to avow; but, tlianks to God, these 
sons of sedition are fewer than I imagined, and their 
influence and power not equal to their wishes. The 
sense of the nation is otherwise directed, and the 
people’s attachment to the best of kings is not to be 
shaken. His Majesty’s speech, 1 think, is very happily 
calculated, and cannot but please all those who are 
well affected. 

You are very good in speaking so favourably of roy 
little treatise j and as 1 know that you’ are always 
sincere, it gives me much satisfaction. It has cer¬ 
tainly been well received, as appears by the quick sale, 
though the town has been empty, but more especially 
from letters which I have received from some of the 
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most eminent of Oie bishops and clergy, and by accounts 
from the two universities. 

When 1 look upon our two sister kingdoms I see 
a cloud which seems to be gatiiering, but I trust in 
Providence that it will dissolve and vanish, and that 
calm sunshine will be universally restored. The out> 
rageous behaviour and cruelties of the French must 
surely awaken all Europe. I should think that no 
power would remain unconcerned. From the most 
early annals to this day we read of nothing similar to 
the events which have disgraced these times. But 
these violences arc too great to be lasting; this wicked* 
ness cannot long endure; and I believe many of our 
nation have been shocked by these horrid extrava* 
gances, and preserved from a similar corruption. I 
am, with the truest esteem. 

My dear Madam, 

Your most affectionate 

And obliged bumble servant, 

Jacob Bryant. 


[It is hoped that some pages from Mrs. Phillips’s 
journalizing letters to her sister, ^vritten at this period, 
may not be unacceptable; since they give particulars 
concerning'several distinguished actors and sufferers in 
the French Revolution, and also contain the earliest 
description of M. d’Arblay.] 


'Mrs. PkUUps to Miss Burney. 

MlvkMtBS), Norember, 1793. 

It gratifies me very much that I have been able to 
interest you for our amiable and charming neighbours. 
Mrs. Lock had been so kind as to pave the way for 
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my introdaction to Madame de la Ch&tre, and carried 
me on Friday to Jumper Hall, wliere we found M. da 
Montmorency, a ci-devani due, and one who gave some 
of the first great examples of sacrificing personal 
interest to what was then considered the public good. 
I know not whether you will like him the better when 
1 tell you that from him proceeded the motion for tho 
abolition of titles in France; but if you do not, let me, 
in his excuse, tell you he was scarcely one-aud-twenty 
when an enthusiastic spirit- impelled him to this, I 
believe, ill-judged and mischievous act. My curiosity 
was greatest to see M. de Jaueourt, because 1 remem¬ 
bered many lively and spiiited speeches made by him 
during the time of the Ataemblee Ligialative, and that he 
was a warm defender of my favourite hero, M. Lafayette. 

Of M. de Narbonne’s abilities we could have no 


doubt from his speeches and letters whilst Ministre de 
la Guerre, which post he did not quit till last May. 
By his own desire he tlien joined Lafayette's army, 
and acted under him; but, on the Khh of August, he 
was involved, with perhaps nearly all the most honour¬ 
able and worthy of the French nobility, accused as a 
traitor by the Jacobins, and obliged to fly from his 


country. 

M. d’Argenson was already returned to France, and 
Madame de Broglie had set out the same day, Novem¬ 
ber 2nd, hoping to escape the decree against Uie 
cmigranta 

-Madame de la Ch&tre received us with great polite¬ 
ness. She is about tiurty-tbree; an elegant figure, 
not pretty, but with an animated and expressive coun¬ 
tenance } Tery well read, pleine esprit, and, I think, 
very lively and charming. « 

A genrieman was with her whom Mrs. Lock had not 
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yet seen, M. d’Arblay- She introduced him, and, when 
he had quitted tlic room, told us he was adjutant^ 
general to M. Lafayette, marechal de camp, and in 
short the first in military rank of those who had accom¬ 
panied that general when he so unfortunately fell into 
the hands of the Prussians; but, not having been one 
of the Assemblee Conalituante, he was allowed, with 
four others, to proceed into Holland, and there M. de 
Narbonne wrote to him. " Et comme il I’aimc infini- 
ment,” said Madame du la Ch&tre, il I'a prie de venir 
.vivre avee lui.” He liad arrived only two days before. 
He is tall, and a good figure, with an open and manly 
countenance; about forty, I imagine. 

It was past twelve. However, Madame de la Ch&trc 
owned she had not breakfasted— mesnieurs were not 
yet ready. A little man, who looked very triste indeed, 
in an old-fashioned suit of clothes, with long flaps to 
a waistcoat embroidered in silks no longer very brilliant, 
sat in a corner of the room. 1 could not imagine who 
he was, but when he spoke was immediately convinced 
he was no Frenchman, 1 afterwards heard he had 
been engaged by M. de Narbonno for a year, to teach 
him and all the party English. He had had a place 
in some college in France at the beginning of the 
Revolution, but was now driven out and destitute. 
His name is Clarke. He speaks English with an 
accent tant soit peu Scotch. 

Madame de la Ch&trc,with great franchise, entered 
into details of her situation and embarrassment, whether 
she might venture, like Madame de Broglie, to go over 
to France, in which case she was dans le cas ou etle 
pouvoit toucher sa fortune immediately. She said she 
could then settle in England, and settle comfortably. 
M. de la Chfitre, it seems, previous to his joining the 
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King’s brothers, had settled upon her her whole for* 
tune. She and all her family were great favourers of 
the original Revolution; and even at this moment she 
declares herself unable to wish the restoration of the 
old regime, with its tyranny and corruptions—^persecuted 
and ruined as she and thousands more have been by 
the unhappy consequences of the Revolution. 

M. do Narbonno now came in. He seems forty, 
rather fat, but would be handsome were it not for a 
slight cast of one eye. He was this morning in great 
spirits. Poor man! It was the only time 1 have ever 
seen him so. He came up very courteously to me. 
and begged leave deine,/airesa eour at Mickleham, 
to which I graciously assented. 

Then came M. de Jaucourt, whom I instantly knew 
by Mr. Lock’s description. Ho is far from handsome, 
but has a very intelligent countenance, fine teeth, and 
expressive eyes. I scarce heard a word from him, but 
liked his appearance exceedingly, and not the less for 
perceiving his respectful and affectionate manner of 
attending to Mr. Lock; but when Mr. Lock reminded 
us that Madame dc la Ch&trc had not breakfasted, 
we took leave, after spending an hour, in a manner so 
pleasant and so interesting that it scarcely appeared 
ten minute. 

Wednesday, November 7th. —Phillips was at work 
in the parlour, and 1 had just stepped into the next 
room for some papers 1 wanted, when 1 heard a man’s 
voice, and presently dUtinguishod these words ; *’ Je 
ne parle pas trop bten I’Anglois, momieur.” I came 
forth immediately to relieve Phillips, and then found 
it was M. d’Arblay. 

I received him de Hen hon cceur, as courteously as I 
could. The adjutant of M. Lafayette, and one of those 
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who proved iuthhil to that excellent general^ could not 
but be interesting to me. I was extremely pleased at 
his coming, and more and more pleased with himself 
every moment that passed. He seems to me a true 
mUitaire,fT<mc et /oya/—open as the day—warmly affec¬ 
tionate to his friends—^intelligent, ready, and amusing 
in conversation, with a great share of gaiete He cmuv, 
and, at the same time, of nawete and bonne Jbi. He 
was no less flattering to litrle Fanny than M. de Nar- 
bonhe had been. 

We went iip into the drawing-room with him, and 
met Willy on the stairs, and Norbury capered before 
us. “Ah, Madame!” criedM. d’Arblay, “lajoliepetite 
maison que vous avez, ct les jolis petils h6tcs!” looking 
at the children, the drawings, &c. &c. He took Nor¬ 
bury on his lap and played with him. I asked him if 
he was not proud of being so kindly noticed by the 
adjutant-general of M. La&yettc ? “ Est-ce qu'il salt 
le nom de M. Lafayette V' said he, smiling. 1 said ho 
was onr hero. “ Ah! nous voila done bons amis! 11 
n’y a 

comrac on I’a traite!” cried I. A little shrug and his 
eyes cast up, was the answer. I said I was thankful 
to see at least one of his faitbflil friends herer I asked 
if M. Lafayette was allowed to write and receive 
letters. He said yes, but they were always given to 
him open. 

Norbury now (still seated on his lap) took conrage 
to whispet him, “ Were you, sir, put in prison with M. 
Lafayette ?” “ Oni, mon ami.” And—was it quite 
dark ?” I was obliged, laughing, to translate this 
curious question. M. d’Arblay lauded too: “Non, 
mon ami,” said he, ** on nous a mis d'abord dans uno 
assez jolie chambre—e’etoit i Nivelle.” “ Vous y eties 


pas de plus brave homme sur la terre !” Et 
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avec M. Lafayette, monsiciir 7” “Oni, Tuadame, pour 
quclques jours, et puis oa nous a separes.” 

1 lamented the hard fate of the former, and tiic rapid 
and wonderful revert he had met with after having 
been, as he well merited to be, the most popular man 
in France. This led M. d’Arblay to speak of M. de 
Narbonne, to whom I found him passionately attached. 
Upon my mentioning the sacrifices made by the French 
nobility, and by a great number of them voluntarily, 
he said no one had made more than M. de Narbonne; 
that, previous to the Revolution, he had more wealth 
and more power than almost any except the Princes of 
the Blood. 

For himself, he mentioned his fortune and his income 
from his appointments as something immense, but I 
never remember the number of hundred thousand 
livres, ndr can tell what their amount is without some 
consideration. " Et me voila, madame, reduit a ricn, 
hormis un peu d’argent comptant, et encore tres pcu. 
Je ne sais encore ce que Narbonne pourra retirer des 
debris de sa fortune j mais, quoique cc soit, nous le 
partagerons ensemble. Je ne m’en fais pas le moindro 
scrupule, puisquenous n’avons eu qu’un inter£t commun, 
et nous nous sommes toujours aim^ comme freres.”. 

1 wish I could paint to you tho manly franchise with 
which these words were spoken; but you will not find 
it difficult to believe that they raised MM. de Narbonne 
£uad d’Arblay very high in my estimation. 

The next day Madame de la Chatre was so kind as 
to send me the Frendi papers, by her son, who made a 
silent visit of about five minutes. 

Friday MoamNO.—I sent Norbury with the French 
papers, desiring him to give them to M. d’Arblay. 
He stayed a prodigious wl^, and at last came back 
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attended by M. de Narbonne, M. de Jancourt, and M. 
d’Arblay. M. de Jaucourt is a delightful man—as 
comic, entertaining, unaffected, ‘unpretending, and 
good-humoured aa dear Mr. Twining, only younger, 
and not quite so black. He is a man likewise of first- 
rate abilities—M. de Narbonne says, perhaps superior 
to Vaublanc—and of very uncommon firmness and 
integrity of character. 

The account Mr. Batt gave of the National Assembly 
last summer agrees perfectly with that of M. dc Jau¬ 
court, who had the misfortune to be one of the depu¬ 
ties, and who, upon some great occasion in support of 
the King and Constitution, found only twenty-four 
members who had courage to support him, tliough a 
far more considerable number gave liim secretly their 
good wishes and prayers. It was on this that he 
regarded all hope of justice and order as lost, and that 
he gave in sa demission from the Assembly. In a few 
days he was seised, and, sans forme deproces, having 
lost his inviolability as a member, thrown into the 
prison of tho Abbaye, where, had it not been for the very 
extraordinary and admirable exertions of Madame de 
Stael (M. Necker’s daughter, and the Swedish ambas¬ 
sador’s wife), be would infallibly have been massacred. 

X must here tell you that this lady, who was at that 
time seven months gone with child, was indefatigable 
in her efforts to save every one she knew from this 
dreadful massacre. She walked daily (for carriages 
were not allowed to pass in the streets) to the Hdtel 
de Villc, and was frequently shut up for five hours 
together with the horrible wretches that composed the 
Comiti de SurveiUanee, by whom these murders were 
directed; and by her eloquence, and the consideration 
demanded by her rank ahd her talents, she obtained 
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the deliverance *of above twenty unfortunate prisoners, 

some of whom she knew but slightly. 

* * • » • * - , 

M. de Narbonne brought me two volumes of new 
‘Contes Mgraux,’ by Marmontel, who is yet living: 
they are printed at Liege, and in this year, 1792. He 
was in very depressed spirits, 1 saw, and entered into 
some details of his late situation with great openness. 
Though honoured by the Jacobins with the title of 
traitor, all his friends here concur in saying he ha's ever 
been truly constitutionnaire, that is, of the same party 
as Lafayette. Last May U donna sa demission of the 
place of Ministre de la Guerre, being annoyed in all 
his proceedings by the Jacobins, and prevented from 
serving his country effectually by the instability of the 
King, for whom he nevertheless professes a sincere 
personal attachment. Mais il m'a ete impossible de 
le servir—>il I’a 4te 4 tons ses meillcurs amis, et par ses 
vertus ct par ses d^fauts; car—il lo faut Avouer~il nc 
pouvait se Her 4 lui*merae, et il etait en consequcifce 
defiant de tout Ic monde.'’ 

Madame de la ChStre and M. de Jaucourt have 
since told me that M. de Narbonne and M. d'Arblay 
had been treated with singular ingratitude by the 
King, whom they nevertheless still loved as well as for¬ 
gave. They likewise say he wished to get rid of M. 
de Narbonne from the Ministry, because he could not 
trust him with his projects of eonire revolution. 

M. d’Arblay was the officer on g^ard at the 
Tuilerics the night on which the King, 8cc.,' escaped 
to Varennes, and ran great risk of being denounced, 
and perhaps massacred, though he had been kept in 
the most perfect ignorance of the King’s intention. 
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The next Sunday, November 18th, Augusta and 
Amelia camo to me aftn church, very much grieved at 
the inhuman decrees just passed in the Convention, 
including as emigrants, with those who have taken arms 
against their country, all who have quitted it since last 
July; and adjudging thehr estates to confiscation, and 
their persons to death should they return to France. 

“Ma’am,” said Mr. Clarke, “it reduces this family 
to nothing: all they can hope is, by the help of their 
parents and friends, to get together wherewithal to 
purchase a cottage in America, and live as they can.” 

I was more shocked and affected by this account 
than I could very easily tell you. To complete the 
tragedy, M. de Narbonne had determined to write an 
offer—a request rather—to be allowed to appear as a 
witness in behalf of the King, upon his trial ; and M. 
d’Arblay had deefared he would do the same, and share 
the fate of his friend whatever it might be. 

On Tuesday, the 20th, I called to condole with our 
friends on these new misfortunes. Madame de la Chatre 
received me with politeness, and even cordiality: she told 
me she was a little recovered from the first shock— 
that she should hope to gather together a small debris 
of her fortune, but never enough to settle in England 
—that, in short, her parti etait yWa^—that she must go - 
to America. It went to my heart to hear her say so. 
Presently came in M. Girardin. He is son to the 
Marquis de Girardin d’Ermenonville, the friend of 
Bousseau, iriiose last days were passed, and whose re¬ 
mains are deposited, in his domain. This M. Girm'din 
was a pupil of Bousseau; he was a member of riie Legis¬ 
lative Assembly, and an able opponent of the Jacobins. 

It was to him that M. Merlin, apret bien de gestts 
menapans, had held a pistol, in the midst of the Assem- 
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blj. His father was a mad repuUican, and neFer sa> 
tisfied with the rational spirit of patriotism that ani¬ 
mated M. Girardin; who^ vritoessing the distress of jdl 
the friends he most esteemed and honoured, and being 
himself in personal danger from the enmity of the 
Jacobins, had, as soon as the Assemblie Ligidatipe 
broke up, quitted Paris, I believe, firmly determined 
never to rc*enter it under the present regime. 

1 was prepossessed very much in favour of this gen« 
tleman, from his conduct in the late Assembly and all 
we bad heard of him. I confess I had not represented 
him to myself as a great, fat, heavy-looking man, with 
the manners of a somewhat hard and morose English¬ 
man : he is between thirty and forty, I imagine; he had' 
been riding as far as to the cottage Mr. Malthousc had 
mentioned to him —de Jean Ja^ues,—and said it 
was very near this place (it is^at the foot of Leith Hill, 
Mr. Lock has since told me). 

They then talked over tlie newspapers which were 
come that morning. M. de St. Just, who made a most 
fierce speech for the trial and condemnation of the 
King, they said had before only been known by little 
madrigals, romances, and ^itres tendres, published in 
the ‘Almanac dcs Muses.’ “A cette heure,” said 
M. de Jaucourt, laughing, “ e’est un fier r^publicain. 
Enfin voila I’Abbe Foudbe qui prend la parole. Ah, 
mais il ne s’en tire pas mal.” "Oui, en verite," said 
Madame de la Ch&trc; “ il jnontre de I’esprit; ses 
raisonnemens sont tous justes cc qu’il faui pour per¬ 
suader la Convention.” 

For Comiorcet, in despite of his abilities, they feel a 
sovereign contempt. They spoke of bis ingpratitude to 
the Due de la Bochefoucault with great disgust, and 
of the terrible end of that most respectable ma^ with 
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a mixture of concern and indignation that left them 
and us for a few minutes silent and in a kind of con* 
stcrnation. 

It appears that there is an exception in the detestable 
law concerning the emigrants, in favour of such persons 
as arc established in other countries in any trade. M. 
de Jaucourt said, II me parait quo j’ai un peu voca¬ 
tion pour la cuisine: je me ferai cuisinier. Savez-vous 
ce que m'a dit ce matin noire cuisinier ? II me con- 
sultait Bur les dangers qu’il courrerait, luh cn rctournant 
cn France. ‘Pourlant, monsieur,’il m’a dit, 'ilya 
une exception pour les artistes' Moi, je serai cuisinier 
artiste aussi.” 

* Speaking of the hard-bought liberty his country had 
' gained, *‘Bah!” cried M. Girardin; "peut-on appelcr 
ccla la libcrte?" ^'Mais ils I'auront,” said M. de 
Jaucourt energetically, *'ct ce qui mcfachc le plus e’est 
'*qu'ils ne veulent pas me permettre d'en dire du bicn ; 
ils ont gate la cause.” 

•M. do Narbonne delighted me by his accounts of 
M. de Lafayette, who is, I am now certain, precisely 
the character 1 took him to be—one whom prosperity 
could never have corrupted, and that misfortune will 
never subdue. ''An excess of bonle de caeur," M. 
d'Arblay said, “ was almost the only fault he knew him 
to have.” This made him so unwilling to suspect of 
treachery some of those who called themselves his 
friends, that it was almost impossible to put him on 
hia guard. II caressait ceux q\u cherchaient a I’o- 
^ger.” 

Tuesday, November 27th. —Phillips and I deter¬ 
mined at about half-past one to walk to Junipers to¬ 
gether. 

M. .d’Arblay received us at the door, and showed 
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the most flattering degree of pleasure at our ar¬ 
rival. 

We found with Madame de la Gh^re another French 
gentleman, M. Sicard, who was also an officer of M. 
de Lafayette's. 

M. de Narhonne said he hoped we would be sociable, 
and dine with them now and then. Madame do la 
Cliitre made a speech to the same effect. “ Et quel 
jour, par cxeraple,” said M. de Narbonne, “ feroit mieux 
qu'aujourd’hui ?” Madamo de la Chitre took my hand 
instantly, to press in the most pleasing and gratifying 
manner imaginable this proposal; and before I had 
time to answer, M. d’Arblay, snatching up his hat,, 
declared he would run and fetch the children. 

I was obliged to entreat Phillips to bring him back,* 
and entreated him to entendre raison. 

•• Mais, mais, madame,” cried M. do Narbonne, " ne, 
soyes pas disgracicusc.” 

Je ne suis pas disgracieuse,’’ answered I, assez 
vnivement, which occasioned a general comical but not 
affronting laugh: “sur cc sujet au moins;” I had the 
modesty to add. I pleaded their late hour of dinner, 
our having no carriage, and my disuse to the night air 
at this timebf the year; but M. de Narbonne said 
their cabriolet (they have no other carriage) should 
take us home, and that there was a top to it, and Ma¬ 
dame de la Ch&tre declared she would cover me well 
with shawls, &c. 

" Allone, aliens,” cried. M. d’Arblay; "voila qui est 
fait, car jc parie que Monsieur Phillips n’aura pas le 
courage de nous refuser.” 

Mffectivement, Monsieur Phillips was perfectly agree¬ 
able ; so that all my efforts were vain, and 1 was obliged 
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to submit, in desp^ of various worldly scruple, to pass 
a most charmingly pleasant day. 

M. d’Arblay scampered off for the little ones, whom 
all insisted upon having, and Phillips accompanied him, 
as it wanted I believe almost four hours to ^ir dinner- 
time. 

J'eus beau dire que cc scroit unc visits comme on 
n'en fait jamais. sera,*' said Madame de la 

Chdtre, CO qu’il nous faut; ce sera une journec." 

Then my dress: Oh, it parfaHe, and would give 
them all the courage to remain as they were, sans toi- 
lette: in short, nothing was omitted to render us com¬ 
fortable and at our ease, and 1 have seldom passed a 
more pleasant day—^never, I may furly say, w^h such 
new acquaintance. 1 was only sorry M. de Jaucourt 
did not make one of the party. 

Whilstd’Arblay and Phillips were gone, Madame 
de la Chitre told roc they had that morning received M. 
Neckcr’s Defense du Hoi, and if I liked it that M. de 
Nm'bonne would read it out to us. You may conceive 
my answer.- it is a most eloquent production, and was 
read by M. dc Narbonne with beaucoup dame. To¬ 
wards the end it is excessively touching, and his emotion 
was very evident,.and would have struck and interested 
me had 1 felt no respect ias bis character before. 

I must now tell you the secret of his birth, which, 
however, is, 1 conceive, no great secret even in London, 
as Phillips heard it at Sir Joseph Banks's. Madame 
Victoire, daughter of Louis XV., was in her youth 
known to be attached to the Comte de Narbonne, fa¬ 
ther of our M. dc Narbonne. The consequence of 
this attadiment was such as to oblige her to a tempo- 
laiy retirement, under the pretence of indispositkm; 
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during which time la Comtesse do Narlxmne^ who was 
one of her attendants, not only concealed her own 
chagrin, but was the means of {ueseiring her husband 
from a dangerous situation, and the Princess from dis¬ 
grace. She declared hentlf with child, and, in short, 
arranged all so well as to seem the mother of her hus¬ 
band’s son ; though the truth was immediately suspected. 
and rumoured about the Court, and Madame dc la 
Chatre told me, was known and familiarly spoken oi‘ by 
all her friends, except in the presence of M. de Nar- 
bonne, to whom no one would certainly venture to hint 
it. His father is dead, but la Comtesse de Narbonne, 
his reputed mother, lives, and is still an attendant on 
Madame Victoire, at Rome. M. de Narhonne’s wife 
is likewise with her, and he himself was the person 
fixed on by Mesdames to accompany them when they 
quitted France for Italy. An infant daughter was left by 
him at Paris, who is still there with some of his family, 
and whom he expressed an earnest wish to bring over, 
though the late decree may perhaps render his doing 
so impossible. He has another daughter, ef six years 
old, who is with her mother at Rome, and whom he told 
me the Pope had condescended to embrace. He men¬ 
tioned his mother once (meaning la Comtesse de Nar¬ 
bonne) with great respect and affection. 

How sorry 1 was to find that M. Sicard and M. 
d’Arblay believed the account given in the newspapers, 
of the very severe treatment of M. de I^afayette and 
his companions! They added that the Prussians them¬ 
selves were indignes at the treatment these gentle¬ 
men had received. M. Sicard, who is but jnst arrived 
from Holland, gave the same account. Would you 
believe it ?—a corpmml is appointed to call to them and 
insist on an answer every mecn minutes, day andnight. 
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80 that th^ can never have more than ten minutes of 
undisturbed sleep! What a barbarity!—added to this, 
depriving them of books, pen and ink, pencils, or any¬ 
thing whatever which might tend to while away their 
melancholy moments. 1 have been haunted by this 

sad account ever since. 

« .« « « 

S. P. 

Miss Burney to Mrs. Phillips. 

Aylihun, NorMk, NoreViber 27tb, '03. . 

Mr dearest Susanna’s details of the French colony 
at Juniper are truly interesting. 1 hope I may gather 
from them that M. dc Narhonne, at least/ has been 
able to realise some property here. 1 wish much to 
hear that poor Madame de Broglie has been permitted 
to join her husband. 

Who is this M. Malonet who has the singular cou¬ 
rage and feeling to offer to plead the cause of a fallen 
Monarch in the midst of his ferocious accusers ? And 
how ventures M. de Chauvelin to transmit such a pro¬ 
posal? I wish your French neighbours could give 
some account of this. 1 hear that the son for whom the 
Due de Liancourt, has been trembling has been reduced 
to subscribe to all Jacobin lengths, to save his life, and 
retain a little property. What seasons are these for 
dissolving all delicacy of internal honour! 

I am truly amazed, and half alarmed, to find this 
county filled with little revolution socteties, whi^ 
transmit their notions of things to the larger committee 
at Norwich, which communicates the whole to Uie re¬ 
formists of London. I am told there is scarce a village 
in Norfolk ftee from these meetings. 

I have been again to Thomham to Mrs. Bishton, 
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and a week brongHt ao back all old aod early attach¬ 
ment and feelings to her bosom, that our parting was a 
tragedy on her side. On mine, the calls away predo¬ 
minated too forcibly for such sympathy; but I was both 
glad and sorry. 1 have been also, at last, introduced 
to Mrs. Coke, and I think her one of the sweetest 
women, on a short acquaintance, 1 have ever met with. 

My good and brilliant champion in days of old, Mr. 
Windham, has never been in Norfolk since I have en¬ 
tered it. He had a call to Bulstrode, to the installa¬ 
tion of the Duke of Portland, just as I arrived, and ho 
has been engaged there and at Oxford ever since. 1 
regret missing him at Holkham : 1 had no chance of 
him anywhere else, as I have been so situated, from 
the melancholy circumstances of poor Mr. Francis’s 
illness, that 1 have been unable to make acquaintance 
where he visits. 

1 will be very discreet, my dearest Susan, in the 
points that require it; au reste, I like to inspire those 
I sec with an interest for your little colony at Juniper 
Hall, by such recitals as arc safe,—especially as all the 
constituanta are now reviled as authors and originators 
of all the misfortunes of France, from arrogant self- 
sufficiency in their powers to stop os well as begin 
when they pleased. * 


[Miss Burney’s second visit at Aylsham proved a very 
mournful one. Soon after her arrival, Mr. Francis, her 
brother-in-law, was seized with an apoplectic fit, which 
terminated in his death; and Miss Burney remained 
with her widowed sister, sootliing and assisting her, till 
the close of the year, when she occotQpanicd tlte be 
reared family to London.] 
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Mrs. Phillips to Miss Burney. 

Decembei '92. 

* * • * * . 

Everything that is most shocking may, I fear, be 
expected for the unfortunate King of France, his 
Queen, and perhaps all that belong to him. M. 
d'Arblay said it would indeed scarce have been pos¬ 
sible to hope that M. dc Narbonne could have es¬ 
caped with life, had the sauf-conduit requested been 
granted him, for attending as a witness at the King's 
tfial. 

« Mais,’’ said M. d’Arblay, “il desiroit viveraent dc 
servir le Roi; il y croyoit memo son honneur intercsse; 
ct pour lors—^ma foi! Ton ne craint pas la mort. Si 
j’avois espere dc pouvoir^tre utile au Hoi, jc vous jure 
que ricn ne m'auroit rctcnil; mais puisque Ton nc veut' 
pas qu’il ait des defensevirs, et qu’enfin on a pousse 
Tatrocite jusqu’a un tel ezees, jamais je ne rctournerai 
en France." 

“ Mais si fait," said Mr. Lock, si Ics choses vien- 
nent a changer?" 

" Fardonnez moi, monsieur; jc nc vois point d’es- 
p^auce de tranquilUte dans ma malheureuso patrie 
pendant mes jours: Ic peuple est tellement vitie par 
Vimpunite du crime, par les desordres de tout espece, 
par I’habitude dc voir couler le sang, qu’enfin, scion 
toutes lc 9 apparcnccs, il n'y aura ni paiz ni surete dc 
trente ou quarantc ana a venir en France. Heureuse- 
xnent pour nous," he added more cheerfully, <' vous 
nous avez adopte, etj’espere que nous ne vous quit- 
terons plus." 

Speaking of M. La&yette, and of the diatribes that 
have been publkhed against him, he expressed warmly 
his cmicern and indignation, saying, hU judgment. 
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perhaps, had not been always infallible ; mais pour 
ses vues, pour ses intentions, j'use en repondre: il n'y 
a pas d’homme plus brave, ni plus veritablemeni bon- 
nete homme. 11 y a des personnes qui m’ont dit, ct 
repete jusqu’a ce que j'en ai ete impatient^, qu’il avoit 
perdu toutes les occasions de faire de grands coups, 
lorsqu’il avoit dans tout Ic royaurae autant de pou- 
voir quo Cromwell en avait de son terns. A la bonne- 
heure—s’il avoit voulu etre Cromwell; car il est tres 
vrai quo, pour faire le mal, il en avait tout Ic pouvoir; 
mais, pour faire le bien (ct tout ce qu’il desiroit ^'c 
c etoit Ic bien), e’etait. jc vous jure, une toutc autre dif- 
ficulte. Les terns d’ailleurs sontiniiniment changes dc> 
puis 1 epoque de Cromwell. On ne peut plus roener des 
milliers d'hommes comme autant de troupeaux. Dans 
I’arm^ de M. XiSfayette il y avait des volontaires 
innombrables,—auteurs distingu^, hommes de lettres, 
artistes; (David, par exerople, le premier de nos ar* 
tistes),*—tons voulant jugcr de toutes choses par cuk> 
mimes; tirant de cent maniercs differentes; ayant 
tous leur parties ii eiix, et presque tous des fous ab- 
solumcnt, criant pour la liberte ct la patriotisme avee 
encore plus dc fureur quo les gueux ct les Sans-cu- 
lottes. £t pourtant on persistc k dire que M. La¬ 
fayette aurait pu les toumcr de telle maniere qu'il 
I'aurait juge a propos! Yoila comm^ on affixme, et 
comme on decide, dans ce monde 1” 


Yesterday, Saturday, December 15th, at about noon, 
I was very pleasantly surprised by a visit from M. do 
Narbonne, who was as gracious and as pleasant as 
ever he could be. We talked over Marinontel’s new 


tales, which 1 believe 1 mentioned his having been so 
good as to lend me; he told roe the futhor of them 
was in Paris, unhappy enough in seeing the state of 
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public afTairs. "Mais pour I'intoricur de sa luaison, 
on no pout guere voir de bonheur plus parfait: a soix- 
antc ans il a su trouver une femmo aimable do trcntc, 
qui a bien voulu lepouscr. £Ile luiest fort attachee; 
ct lui—il scmble toujours amant, ct toujours penetr^ 
d’une reconnaissance sans bomes dc cc qu'elle veut 
bien lui permettre dc respirer I'air de la memo chainbrc 
qu’elle. C’est un homme rcrapU dc sentiment ct dc 
douceur.” 

He had heard nothing new from France, but men¬ 
tioned, Tvith great concen), the indiscretion of the 
King, in having kept all his letters since the Revolu¬ 
tion } that the papers lately discovered in the Tuile- 
i-ies would bring ruin and death on hundreds of his 
friends; and that almost every one in that number 
•' s’y trouvoient compliques” some way or other. A 
decree of accusation had been lancS pgpainst M. Talley¬ 
rand, not for anything found from himself, but because 
M. de la Porte, long since executed, and from whom, 
of course, no renseignetnens or explanations of any 
kind could be gained, had written to the King that 
1'Eveque d'Autun was well disposed to serve him. Can 
there be injustice more flagrant ? 

M. Talleyrand, it seems, had purposed returning, 
and hoped to settle his affairs in France in person, but 
now ho must be content with life; and as for his 
property (save what he may chance to have in other 
countries), he must certainly lose all. 

Monday, December 17th, in the morning, Mr. and 
Mrs. Lock called, and with them came Madame de la 
Ch^tre. to take leave. 

She now told us, perfectly in confidence, that Ma¬ 
dame de Broglie had found a friend in the Mayor of 
Boulogne, that she was lodged at his house, and that 
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she could answer for her (Madame do la Ch&tre) 
being received by him as well as she could desire 
(all this must be secret, as this good Mayor, if accused 
of harbouring or befriending de% emigres, would no 
doubt pay for it with his life). Madame de la Ch^tre 
said, all her friends who had ventured upon writing to 
her entreated her not to lose the present moment to 
return, as, the three months allowed for the return of 
those excepted in the decree once past, all hope would 
be lost for ever. Madamo de Broglie, who is her 
cousin, was most excessively urgent to her to lose 
not an instant in returning. “ Vous croyez done, 
madamc,” said I, rather t'ristemeni, y aller?” ** Oui, 
surement, je I'esperc; car, sans cela, tous mes projets 
Bont aneantics. Si cn6n je n y pouvois alter, jc serais 
reduite iL presque rien 

Madamc de Broglie, she said, had declared there 
would be no danger. Madamc de la Ch&tro was put 
in spirits by this account, and the hope of becoming 
not destitute of everything-, and 1 tried to hope with¬ 
out fearing for her, and, indeed, roost sincerely offer 
up my petitions for her safety. 

Heaven prosper her \ Her courage and spirits are 
wonderful. M. de Narbonne seemed, however, full of 
apprehensions for her. M. de Jaucourt seemed to have 
better hopes; he, even be, has now thoughts of re¬ 
turning, or rather his generosity compels him to think 
of it. His father has represented to him that his 
sister's fortune must suffer unless he appears in France 
again $ and although he had resisted every other con¬ 
sideration, on this he has given way. 

In Franco they arc now printing, by order of the 
Convention, alV the letters to the King’s brothers 
which had been seized at Verdun and in other places; 
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amongst them were eorae from *le traitre Narbonne," 
in which he professed his firm and unalterable attach> 
ment to royalty, and made offers of his serTices to the 
Princes. 

But the M. de Narbonne whose letters are printed 
is not our M. de Narbonne, but a relation‘of his, a 
man of true honour, but a decided aristocrat from the 
beginning of the Revolution, who had consequently 
devoted himself to the party of the Princes. The Con¬ 
vention knew this perfectly, M. de Narbonne said, but 
it suited their purpose best to enter into no cxplana* 
tions, but to let all who were not so well informed 
conclude that “ cc traitre dc Narbonne,” and “ cc 
scelerat de Narbonne,” was the Minister, in whom such 
conduct would really have been a treachery, though in 
the real author of the letters it was the simple result 
of his principles—principles which he had never sought 
to conceal. He spoke with considerable emotion on 
the subject, and said that, after all his losses and all 
that he had undergone, that which he felt most se¬ 
verely was the expectation of being “ confondu avec 
tous les scelerats de sa malheureuse patrie,” not only 
“ de son vivant,” but by posterity. 

Friday, December 21st, we dined at Norbury Park, 
and met our French friends: M. d’Arblay came in to 
coffee before the other gentlemen. We bad been talk¬ 
ing of Madame de la Chktre, and conjecturing conjec¬ 
tures about her spoto: we were all curious, and all 
inclined to imagine him old, ugly, proud, aristocratic, 
—e kind of ancient and formal courtier; so we ques¬ 
tioned M. d*Arblay, acknowledging our curiosity, and 
that wc wished to know, enfin, if M. de la Chktre was 
“ digoei d’etre T^poux d’une personae si aimable et si 
charmantc que Madame de la Chitre.” He looked 
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TCry drolly, acarce able to meet our eyes j but at last, 
as he is Jranckise metney ho answered, ^ M. de la 
Chatre est un bon homme—parfaitement bon homme: 
au rcste, il es^ brusque comme un chcvalde cairoese.” 

Wc were in the midst of our cofi^ when St Jean 
eame forward to M. de Narbonne, and said some¬ 
body wanted to speak to him. He went out of the 
room; in two minutes he returned, followed byagentle* 
man in a g^eat-coat, whom we had nerer seen, and 
whom he introduced immediately to Mrs. Lock by 
the name of M. de la Gh^tre. The appearance of 
M. do la Chatre was something like a coup de theatre ,• 
for, despite our curiosity, I had no idea wc should 
ever see him, thinking that nothing could detach him 
from tlie service of the French Princes. 

His abord and behaviour answered extremely well 
the idea M. d’Arblay had given us of him, who in the 
word brusque rather meant unpolished in manners 
than harsh in character. 

Ho is quite old enough to be father to Madame 
do la Ch&tre, and, had he been presented to us as such, 
all our wonder would have been to see so little elegance 
in the parent of such a woman. 

After the first introduction was over, he turned his 
back to the fire, and began, sans fagon, a most con¬ 
fidential discourse with M. de Narbonne. They had 
not met since the beginning of the revedution, uid, 
having been of very different parties, it was curious 
and pleasant to sec them now, in their mutual misfor¬ 
tunes, meet en h&ns amis. They rallied each other «ur 
leurt disgraces very good-humouredly and comically; 
and though poor M. de la Chatre had missed his wife 
by only one day, and his son by a few hows, nothing 
seemed to give him de Vhumeur. He gave the account 
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of his disastrous journey since he bad quitted the 
Princes, who are themselves reduced to great distress, 
and were unable to pay him his arrears: he said he 
could not get a sou* from France, nor. had done for 
two years. All*the money ho had, tvith his papers 
and clothes, were contained in a little box, with which 
he had embarked in a small boat—I could not hear 
whence; but the weather was tempestuous, and he, 
with nearly all the passengers, landed, and walked to 
the nearest town, ]ea\*ing his box and two faithful 
servants (who had never, be said, quitted him since he 
had left France) in the boat: he had scarce been an 
hour at the auberge when news was brought that the 
boat bad sunk. 

At this, M. de Narbonne threw himself back on his 
scat, exclaiming against the hard fate which pursued 
all ses malkeureux amis ! Mais attendez done," cried 
the good-humoured M. de la Cb&tre, "je n'ai pas 
encore fini: on nous a assures que personne n'a peri, 
ct quo mdme tout ce qu'il y avait sur le bateau a et6 
sauT^.” He siud, however, that, being now in danger 
of falling into the hands of the French, he dared not 
stop for his box or servants; but, leaving a note of 
directions behind him, be proceeded inco^t^o, and 
at length got on board a packet-boat for England, 
in which though he found several of his country¬ 
men and old acquaintance, be dared not discover him¬ 
self till they were m pleine mer. “ Et vous voyez bien 
qu’il n’y a pas de fin i mes malheureuscs aventures, 
puisqu’en arrivant on m’apprcnd tout de ’ suite que 
ma femme est partie hier pour la France, ct Alfonse 
aujourd’bui; et Dieu salt si je le verrai, lui, d'ici i 
quarante ana!" 

How very, very unfortunate! We were all truly 
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sorry for him j however, he went on- gaily enough, 
laughing at sea amis les constitutionnaires, and M. do 
Narbonne, with much more wit, and not less good 
humour, retorting back his raillery on the parti de 
Brunswick. 

"i^h bien,’’ said de M. laCh&tre; ''chacun a son 
tour !—^Vous avez ete ruines Ics premiers—chacun a 
son tour!—Vous avez fmts une’*constitution qui no 
pouvoit tenir.” 

“ Pardon !” cried M. d’Arblay, with quickness : on 
ne I'a pas cssayee.*’ 

£h bicn, elle cst tomb^e toutefois—il n'cn est plus 
question," said M. de la Chatre; *'et nous navons 
plus qu'i mourir de faim gaiement ensemble." 

M. de Narbonne said he had yet <a few bottles of 
wine, and that he should not drink beer whilst he stayed 
with him. 

M. de la ChMre mentioned the quimaine in which 
the Princes’ army had been paid up, as the most 
wretched he bad ever known. " C etoit un desespoir, 
une douleur, unc detressc de tous c6tes, dont vous nc 
pouvez vous former unc idee." Of 22,000 men who 
formed the army of the emigrants, 16,000 were gentle¬ 
men,—men of family and fortune; all of whom were 
now, with^their families, destitute. He mentioned two 
of these who had engaged themselves lately in some 
orchestra, where they played first and second fiute.— 
*‘lls sont, je vous jure, I’envie de toute Tarm^e," said 
he; “ car en general nous ne ponvons rien faire que 
nous battre quand on nous en donne I’occasion." 

The Princes, he said, had been twice arrested for 
debt in different places—that they were now so reduced 
that they dined, themselves, the Comte d’Artois, 
children, tutors, &c.—eight or nine persons in* all— 
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Upon one single dish; and that they burnt de la 
ehandelle, “parcequeles bougies coutoiciittrop cher.” 

“Et les dames,” said M. de Narbonne, a demi- 
voix, ''que font elles ?—Madame de Balby et Ics au- 
tres ?” 

“Ellcsn’y sent plus,” said M. de la Chatre; adding, 
laughing, “C’est une reforme cn tout.” 

I don’t know whether I need fell you the ladies 
meant were the two Princes’ misircsscs, who hare 
hitherto accompanied them everywhere. 

M. de Narbonne asked how he had been able to 
travel on, since his money and clothes had been left 
behind. 

" J’avois,” said he, “ ma bourse, bien heurcusement; 
au reste, j’ai etecblige, cn arrivant k Londres, de m’a- 
dresser i un taillcur, car on m'a assure I’auberge ob 
J’etois, quo dans I’habil quo jc portois on me montroroit 
au doigt. Eh bien, il m’a fait le gilet quo tu vois, ces 
culottes” a low voice, but laughing, to M. do Nar¬ 
bonne)-^Thcy were, I must tell you, of , the most 

common and cheap materials: but M. de Narbonne, 
interrupting him, gravely, but very good-naturedly, 
said, 

“ Eh bien; vous pouvez aller partout comme cela— 
id on peut aller oil Ton veut comme cela.” 

“ Cette redingote,” replied M. de la Chatre, who 
continued the whole evening in it, "il me I’a fait 
aussi. Mais pour I’habit, il n’y avoit pas moycn, 
puisque je ne vouiois pas m’arrcter. Il m'a doTic—pretS 
le s/cn.” 

"Quoi? le tailleur?” 

" Oui, lui-m&me: tu vois il ne va pas mal.” 

There was something so frank and so good humoured 
in all/this, that, added to the deplorable situation to 
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which he was reduced, I could almost have cried, though 
it was impossible to forbear laughing. 

Miss Bumey to Mrs. Lock. 

ChelMa, December 20th, *92. 

I HEioiCK Mr. Lock will be able to attend the 
meeting. I hope for tolerable w-eather: but it would 
have grieved me to have had such a name out of a loyal 
list at such a time. 

God keep us all safe and quiet! All now wears a 
fair aspect; but I am told Mr. Windham says wo arc 
not yet out of the wood, though we see the path 
through it. There must be no relaxation. The pro> 
tended friends of the people, pretended or misguided, 
wait but the stilling of the present ferment of loyalty 
to come forth. Mr. Grey has said so in the House. 
Mr. Fox attended the St. George’s Meeting, after 
keeping back to the last, and was nobody there I 
Our Mr. North was present and apiazed. 

The accounts from France are thrilling. Poor M. 
d’Arblay’s speech should be translated, ^nd read to all 
English imitators of French reformers. What a picture 
of the, now reformed I Mr. Burke’s description of the 
martyred Due de la Rochcfoucault should be read also 
by all the few really pure promoters of new systems. 
New systems, 1 fear, in states, are always dangerous, if 
not wicked. Grievance by grievance, wrong by wrong, 
must only bo assailed, and breathing time allowed to 
old prejudices, and old habits, between all that is 
done. 

I had never heard of any good association six months 
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ago; but I rejoice Mr. Lock had. I am glad, too, 
your neighbourhood is so loyal. 1 am sure such a colony 
of sufferers from state experiments, even with best in¬ 
tentions, ought to double all vigilance for running no 
similar risks—^herc too, where there arc no similar 
calls ! Poor M. d’Arblay’s belief in perpetual banish¬ 
ment is dreadful: but Chabot's horrible denunciation 
of M. de Narbonne made me stop for breath, as I read 
it in the papers. 

I had fancied the letters brought for the King of 
France's trial were forgeries. One of them, certainly, 
to M. Bouille, had its answer dated before it was 
written. If any have been found, others will be added, 
to serve any evil purposes. Still, however, I hope the 
King and his family will be saved. I cannot but 
believe it, from all 1 can put together. If the worst of 
the Jacobins hear that Fox has called him an “un* 
fortunate Monarch,”—that Sheridan has said “ his 
execution would be an act of injustice,”—and Grey, 
“ that we ought to have spared that one blast to their 
glories by earlier negotiation and an ambassador,”— 
surely the worst of these wretches will not risk losing 
their only abettors and palliators in this kingdom? I 
mean publicly; they have privately and individually 
their abettors and palliators in abundance still, won¬ 
derful as that is. 

I am glad M. d’Arblay has joined the set at Jvni- 
phe. What miserable work is this duelling, which I 
hear of among the ciingrants, after such hair-breadth 
’scapes for life and existence!—to attack one another 
on the very spot they seek for refuge from attacks! 
It seems a sort of profanation of safety. 

1 can assure you people of dl descriptions are a little 
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alarmed here^ at the succeBses so unbounded of the 
whole Jacobin tribe, which seem now spreading con¬ 
tagion over the whole surface of the earth. The 
strongest original favourers of revolutions abroad, and 
reforms at home, 1 see, are a little scared: they will 
not say it; but they say they arc not, uncalled upon; 
which is a constant result of secret and involuntary 
consciousness. 
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PART IX. 

1793. 

Miss litfmey to Mrs. Lock. 

January Rt)i, 1703. 

It is quito out of my power, my dearest friends, to 
leave town before the birthday, as I must tlicn present 
myself at the Queen's house. 

Your French colonics arc truly attractive—I am 
sure they must be so lo have caught me, so substan¬ 
tially, fundamentally, the foe of all their proceedings 
while in power. But the Due de Liancourt taught 
me how little we can resist distress, even where self- 
incurred. M. de la ChWre, however, has my whole 
heart. I am his friend, not only upon the pleas of 
compassion due to all, but upon the firm basis of prin¬ 
ciple. My heart ached to read of his 22,000 fellow- 
suflcrers for loyalty, original sense of duty, and a cap¬ 
tive and injured master. 

I like, too, his brusque and fravc character. I have 
read the declaration of M. de Narbonne. It is cer¬ 
tainly written with feeling and energy, and a good 
design ; but I do not think it becoming, nor bieti hon- 
nite, in a late minister and servant, at a time of such 
barbarous humiliation, to speak of the French King’s 
weakness, and let him down so low, at the moment he 
is pleading in his favour. Yet something there is. 
hinting at regret for having possibly contributed to his 
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disgrace by not helping to avert it, which touched me 
very much, from its candour, though it is a passage 
unfinished. 

In short, what of misery can equal the misery of 
such a Bevolution ?—1 am daily more and more in 
charity mth all fixed governments. Let every one 
mend one,” as Will Chip says; and then states, as 
well as families, may be safely reformed. I hope you 
like ' Village Politics ?' It makes much noise in 
liondon, and is suspected to be written by some capi¬ 
tal author*. 

« * * * 

F. B. 


Mm Burtiey io I)t. Burney. 

Norburj Park, MoDtiay, January 28th, '03. 

My DEABissT Padrb, —I have been wholly without 
spirit for writing, reading, working, or even walking or 
conversing, ever since the first day of my aixival. The 
dreadful tragedyf acted in Franco has entirely absorbed 
me. Except the period of the illness of our own ines¬ 
timable King. I have never l>cen so overcome with 
gi'icf and dismay, for any but personal and family cala¬ 
mities. O what a tragedy! how implacable its villany, 
and how severe its sorrows! You know, my dearest 
father, how little I had believed such a catastrophe 
possible; with all the guilt and all the daring already 
shown, I had still tliought tins a height of enormity 
impracticable. And. indeed, without military law 
throughout the wretched city, it had still not been per- 

* ‘Will Chip, or Village Politics,’was written by Mrs. Hannah 
More. 

The execution of Louis XVI. 
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petrated. Good Heaven!—what must have been the 
sufferings of the few unhardened in crimes who inhabit 
that city of horrors!—if I, an English person, have been 
80 deeply afBicted, that even this sweet house and so¬ 
ciety—even my Susan and her lovely children—have 
been incapable to give me any species of pleasure, or 
keep me from a desponding low-spiritcdnesB, what 
must be the feelings of all but the culprits in France ? 

M. de Narbonne and M. d’Arblay have been al¬ 
most annihilated: they are for ever repining that they 
are French, and, though two of the most accomplished 
and elegant men 1 ever saw, they break our hearts 
with the humiliation they feel for their guiltless birth 
in that guilty country!—“ Est-ce vrai,” cries M. de 
Narbonne, " que vous conserves encore quelquc amiti^, 
M. Lock, pour ceux qui ont la honte et le malhcur 
d’fitre n^s Francois?”—Poor man!—^he has all the 
symptoms upon him of the jaundice; and M. d’Arblay, 
from a very fine figure and good face, was changed, 
as if by magic, in one night, by riie receipt of this in¬ 
expiable news, into an appearance as black, as meagre, 
and as miserable as M. de la Blancherie. 

We are all here expecting war every day. This 
dear family has deferred its town journey till next 
Wednesday. I have not been at all at Mickleham, 
nor yet settled whether to return to town with the 
liOcks, or to pay my promised visit there first. All 
has been so dismal, so wretched, that I have scarce 
ceased to regret our living at such times, and not 
either sooner or later. 

These iinmediate French sufferers here interest us, 
and these alone have been able to interest me at alL 
We hear of a very bad tumult in Ireland, and near 
Captain Phillips’s property: Mr. Brabazon writes word 
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it is very serious. Heaven guard us from insurrec¬ 
tions ! What must be the fceUngs at the Queen's 
house ? how acute, and how indignant! 

Adieu, most dear sir; I am sure we sympathise but 
too completely on this subject,— 

And am ever your 

F. B. 


Dr. Burney to Miss Burney and Mrs. Phillips, 

CbelMft College, Tburtday, Jeouaiy Slit, 1798. 

My dearest Girls, Fanny and Susy,—1 have 
little stomach to write. The horrors of last week’s 
news still prey on my spirits, with the addition of new 
political disgusts. The cry of Charles Fox and his 
adherents, against a war on the French wild ‘beasts, is 
so loud and clamorous, that 1 fear it will dismay honest 
men and real lovers of their country and consti¬ 
tution. He (Fox) has published a pamphlet, which 
furnishes plenty of words, though not one new argu¬ 
ment. He has merely dilated his late Whig and Par¬ 
liamentary speeches; still stubbornly denying that there 
was any reason for calling Parliament so early, or for 
apprehending the country in the least danger from se¬ 
dition or discontent; and urges stronger than ever the 
necessity of treating with France. 

The most subtle and specious vgument he uses is 
this: if we go to war, it cannot be determined that it 
shall last for ever; and peace can never be made, what¬ 
ever may be the events of the war, without treating 
with France. To this I answer, that we neither want 
nor wish to meddle with the interior government of 
that country within its own limits, but to check their 
conquests and ravages without; to prevent their ^read: 
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ing anarchy, desolation, and atheism over all Europe; 
to prevent their sending emissaries into our own coun¬ 
try to detach the King’s subjects from their alle¬ 
giance, and, by encouraging revolt, preparing and 
hastening a similar revolution here to that within 
their own country, which has been attended with such 
misery and horrors to all good men as were never 
equalled in any other period of the history of the 
world. God forbid I should wish any human creature 
so ill as to have the most distant idea, at present, of 
placing him on the torturing throne of France!—No, 
no ; it will require ages to make the savages of that 
nation human creatures. 

But if England docs not try to prevent their preying 
upon all the rest of the world, who or what else is 
likely to do it ? They have voted an army of between 
500,000 and 600,000 men for the next campaign. 
What but our fleet can impede their progress and sub¬ 
sistence? But, alas 1 Ireland, Scotland, and several 
English towns and counties, arc said to be ripe for 
open rebellion; yet they will be more easily kept in 
obedience during war than peace. Government is 
most vigorous, and the laws more strictly executed 
against treason and rebellion, then, than in the piping 
times of peace. I think there is some chance, at least, 
of preserving our constitution and independence by 
opposing French doctrines and conquests; and none 
at all by waiting till they have a fleet and leisure to 
attack us. 

I made Lord Orford (Horace Walpole) another visit 
a few days ago : I did not mention war to him; but 
we talked of nothing else but the French monsters, 
and their most saint-like Royal martyr! He says 
that France has produced at once in this age the ex- 
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tremee of virtue and vice, in the King and his-accursed 
relation Egalite, which no other age ever knew. 

At the club*, on Tuesday, the fullest I ever knew, 
consisting of fifteen members, fourteen seemed all of 
one mind, and full of reflections on the late transaction 
in France; but, when about half the company was as¬ 
sembled, who should come in but Charles Fox 1 There 
were already three or four bishops arrived, hardly one 
of whom could look at him, 1 believe, without horror, 
Aflcr the first bow and cold salutation, the conversa* 
^ion stood still for several minutes. During dinner 
Mr. Windham, and Burke, jun., came in, who were 
obliged to sit at a side table. All were boutonnes, and 
not a word of the martyred King or politics of any 
kind was mentioned; and though the company was 
chiclly composed of the most eloquent and loquacious 
men in the kingdom, the conversation was the dullest 
and most uninteresting I e\’er remember at this or 
any such large meeting. Mr. Windham and Fox, 
civil —young Burke and he never spoke. The Bishop 
of Peterborough as sulky as the d—^1; the Bishop of 
Salisbury, more a man of the world, very cheerful; the 
Bishop of Dromorc frightened as much as a barn-door 
fowl at the sight of a fox; Bishop Marlow preserved 
his usual pleasant countenance. Steevens in the chair; 
the Duke of Leeds on his right, and Fox on his left, 
said not a word. Lords Ossory and Lucan, formerly 
much attached, seemed silent and sulky. 

I hare not time for more description. 

God bless you both, and all! 

C. B. 


• The Literary Club. 
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Mu 8 Barney to Dr. Burney. 

Nurboiy P^rk, Uooday^ February 4tb, ’93« 

How exactly do 1 sympathise in all you say and 
feel, my dear sir, upon these truly calamitous times! 
1 hear daily more and more affecting accounts of 
the saint-like end of the martyred Louis. Madame 
dc Staiil, daughter of M. Necker, is now at the head 
of the colony of French noblesse, established near 
Mickleham. She is one of the first women I have ever 
mat with for abilities and extraordinary intellect. She 
has just received, by a private letter, many particulars 
not yet made public, and which the Commune and 
Commissaries of the Temple had ordered should bo 
suppressed. It has been exacted by those cautious 
men of blood that nothing should be printed that 
could attendrir le pevple. 

Among other circumstances, this letter relates that 
the poor little Dauphin supplidhted the monsters who 
came with the decree of death to his unhappy father, 
that they would carry him to the Convention, and the 
forty-eight Sections of Paris, and suffer him to beg 
his father's life. 

This touching request was probably suggested to 
him by his miserable mother or aunt. When the King 
left the Temple to go to the place of sacrifice, the erics 
of Ills wretched family were beard, loud, and shrill, 
through the courts without!—Qood Heaven! what 
distress and horror equalled ever what they must then 
experience ? 

When he arrived at the scaffold, his Confessor, as if 
with the courage of inspiration, called out to him aloud, 
afler his last benediction, “ Fils de Saint Louis, montez 
au ciel! ” —The King ascended with firmness, and 
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meant to harangue his guilty subjects ; but the wretch 
SantAre said he was not there to speak, and the 
drums drowned the words, except to those nearest the 
terrible spot. To those he audibly was heard to say, 
“ Citoyens, je meurs innocent! Je pardonne A mes 
assassins ; et jc soubaitc que ma mort soit utile a mon 
peuplc.” 

M. de Narbonno has been quite ill with the grief 
of this last enormity; and M. d’Arblay is now indis¬ 
posed. This latter is one of the most delightful cha¬ 
racters I have ever met, for openness, probity, intcl 
lectual knowledge, and unhackneyed manners. M. de 
Narbonne is far more a man of the world, and joins 
the most courtly refinement and elegance to the quick¬ 
est repartee and readiness of wit. If anything but 
desolation and misery had brought ihem hither, we 
should have thought their additioh to the Norbury 
society all that could be wished. They are bosom 
friends. • 

Your r. B. 


Madame de Staet Holstein to Miss Burney*. 

Writteo from Junipw Hall, Dorknig, Surrej, 1793. 

When J learned to read english' J begim by milton, 
to know all or renounce at all in once. J follow the 
same system in writing my first english letter to Miss 
barney; after such an enterprize nothing can affright 
me. J feel for her so tender a friendship that it melts 
my admiration, inspires my heart with hope of her 
indulgence, and impresses me with the idea that in a 

* As literary eurioaitiea, these notes from Madame de Steel 
have been printed verbatim et literatim : they are probably her 
earliest attempts at English writing. 
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tongue even unknown J could express sentiments so 
deeply felt. • 

my servant will return for a french answer. J 
intreat miss burney to correct the words but to pre¬ 
serve the sense of that card. 

best compliments to my dear protectress, Madame 
PhiUipc. 


Madame de Stael Hohtein to Miss Bumey. 

Your card in french, my dear, has already some¬ 
thing of your grace in writing english: it is cccilia 
translated, iny only correction is to till the interrup¬ 
tions of some sentences, and J put in them kindnesses 
for me. J do not consult my roaster to write to you ; 
a fault more or . less is nothing in such an occasion. 
What may be the perfect grammar of Mr. Clarke, it 
cannot establish any sort of equality between you and 
J. then J will trust with my licart alone to supply the 
deficiency, let us 8i)eak upon a grave subject: do J 
see you that morning? Wliat news from Captain 
phillip ? when do you come spend a large week in 
that house ? every question requires an exact answer; 
a good, also, my happiness depends on it, and J have 
for pledge your honojir. 

good morrow and farewell. 

pray madame philiips, recollecting all her knowledge 
in french, to explain that card to you. 


Madame de Stael Holstein to Miss Bumey. 

Juiiury, 1793. 

TKLL me, my dear, if this day is a charming one, if 
it must be a sweet epoch in my life ?—do you come to 
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dine here with your lovely sister, and do you stay 
night and day till our sad separation? J rejoice me 
with that hope during this week; do not deceive my 
heart. 

J hope that card very clear, mms, pour plus de certi¬ 
tude, je vous dis en franqois que votre chambre, la 
maison, Ics habitants dc Juniper, tout est pr4t a rece- 
voir la premiere femme d’anglctcrrc. 

Janvier. 


Mix/t Burney to Dr. Burney. 

Micklcham, February 29tli, 1793. 

Have you not begun, dearest sir, to give roe up as.a 
lost sheep ? Susanna's temporary widowhood, however, 
has tempted me on, and bpelled me with a spell 1 know 
not how to break. It is long, long since we have passed 
any time so completely together; her three lovely chil¬ 
dren only knit us the closer. The widowhood, however, 
wo expect now quickly to expire, and I had projected 
my return to my dearest father for Wednesday next, 
which would complete my fortnight here; but some 
circumstances are intervening that incline me to post¬ 
pone it another week. 

Madame do Stael, daughter of M. Necker, and 
wife of the Swedish Ambassador to France, is now 
head of the little French colony in this neighbourhood. 
M. do Stael, her husband, is at present suspended in his 
embassy, but not recalled; and it is yet uncertain whe¬ 
ther the Regent Dube of Sudermania will send him to 
Paris, during the present horrible Convention, or order 
him home. He is now in Holland, waiting for com¬ 
mands. Madame de Stael, however, was unsafe in 
Paris, though an ambassadress, from the resentment 
owed her by the Commune, for having received and 
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protected in her house various destined victims of the 
10th August and of the 2nd September. She was even 
once stopped in her carriage; which they called aristo¬ 
cratic, because of its arms and ornaments, and threat* 
' ened to be murdered, and only saved by one of the worst 
wretches of the Convention, Tallien, who feared provok¬ 
ing a war with Sweden, from such an offence to the wife 
of its Ambassador. She was obliged to have this same 
TaUicn to accompany her, to save her from massacre, 
for some miles from Paris, when compelled to quit it. 

She is a woman of the ffrst exilities, I think, 1 have 
ever seen; she is more in the style of Mrs. Thralc 
than of any other celebrated character, but she has 
infinitely more depth, and seems an even profound 
politician and metaphysician. She has suffered us to 
hear some of her works in MS., which arc truly won¬ 
derful, for powers both of thinking and expression. 
She adores her father, but is much alarmed at having 
had no news from him since he has htfard of the mas¬ 
sacre of the martyred I^ouis; and who can wonder it 
should have overpowered him ? 

Ever since her arrival she has been pressing me to 
spend some time with her before I return to town. 
She wanted Susan and me to pass a month with her, 
but, finding that impossible, she bestowed all her 
entreaties upon me alone, and they are grown so 
urgent, upon my preparation for departing, and ac¬ 
quainting her my furlough of absence was over, that 
she not only insisted upon my writing to you, and telling 
why I deferred my return, but declares she will also 
write herself, to ask your permission for the visit. She 
exactly resembles Mrs. Thrale in the ardour and 
warmth of her temper and parthdities. I find her 
impossible to resist, and therefere, if your answer to 
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her is such as 1 conclude it must be, 1 shall wait upon 
her for a week. She is only a short walk from hence, 
at Juniper Hall. 

There can be nothing imagined more charming, 
more fascinating, than this colony; between their suf¬ 
ferings and their agremens they occupy us almost 
wholly. M. de Narbonne, alas, has no 1000/. a-year! 
he got overbnly 4000/. at the beginning, from a most 
splendid fortune j and, little foreseeing how all has 
turned out, he has lived, we fear, upon the principal; 
for he says, if all remittance is withdrawn, on account of 
the war, he shall soon be as ruined as those companions 
of his misfortunes with whom as yet he has shared his . 
little all. He bears the highest character for good* 
ness, parts, sweetness of manners, and ready wit. You 
could not keep your heart from him if you saw him 
only for half an hour. He has not yet recovered from 
the black blow of the King’s dcatli, but he is better, 
and less jaundiced; and he has had a letter which, 1 
hear, has comforted him, though at first it was almost 
hcart'breaking, informing him of the unabated regard 
for him of the truly saint-like l.>uui5. This is coniinu- 
nicatrd in a letter from M.adc Malcshcrbcs. 

M. d’Arblay isonc of the most singularly interesting 
characters that can ever have been formed. He has a 
sincerity, a frankness, an ingenuous openness of nature, 
that 1 had been unjust enough to think could nbt 
belong to a Frenchman. With all this, which is his 
military portion, he is passionately fond of literature, a 
most delicate critic in his own language, well versed in 
both Italian and German, and a very elegant poet. 
He has just undertaken to become myFrench master 
for pronunciation, and he gives me long daily lessons 
in reading. Pray expect wonderful improvements! 
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In return, I hear him in English; and for his theme 
this evening he has been writing an English address 
a Mr. Burney, (i. e. M. le Docteur), joining in Madame 
dc Stael’s request. 

I hope your last club was more congenial? M. de 
Talleyrand insists on conveying this letter for you. He 
has been on a visit here, and returns again on Wed¬ 
nesday. He is a man of admirable conversation, quick, 
terse, fin, and yet deep, to the extreme of those four 
words. They are a marvellous set for excess of agrec- 
ability. 

Adieu, most dear sir. Susanna sends her best love, 
. and the Fanni and Norbury kisses And sweet words. 
I beg my love to my mother, and hope she continues 
amending. I am ever, ever, and ever. 

My dearest Father’s 

F. B. 


MUn Bumey to Mrs. Lock. 

UiclOehom. 

Your kind letter, my beloved Fredy, was most thank¬ 
fully received, and we rejoice the bouse and situation 
promise so much local comfort; but I quite feai- with 
you that even the bos bleu will not recompense the loss 
of the Junipire society. It is, indeed, of incontestable 
superiori^. But you must burn this confession, or my 
pOor effigy will blaze for it. I must tell you a little of 
our proceedings, as they all relate to these people of a 
thousand. 

M. d’Arbiay came from the melancholy sight of 
departing Norbury to Mickleham, and with an air the 
most triite, and a sound of voice quite dejected, as I 
- learn from Susanna; for I was in my heroics, and could 
not appear till the last half-hour. A headache prevented 
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my waiting upon Madame de Stael that day, and obliged 
me to retreat soon after nine o’clock in the evening, and 
my douce compagne would not let me retreat alone. We 
had only robed ourselves in kx>ser drapery, when a violent 
ringing at the door startled us; wc listened, and heard 
the voice of M. d’Arblay, and Jerry answering “ They’re 
gone to bed.” Comment? What?" cited he: “(Test 
impossible I Vhat you say?" Jerry then, to show his 
new education in this new colony, said “ A/lee cmcMe /" 
It rained furiously, and we were quite grieved, but 
there was no help. He left a book for Mile. Bumct, 
and word that Madame de Stael could not come on 
account of the bad weather. M. Ferdinand was with 
him, and has bewailed the disaster; and M. Sicard says 
he accompanied them till he was quite wet through his 
redingote ; but this enchanting M. d’Arblay will murmur 
at nothing. 

The next day they all came, just as wc had dined, for 
a morning visit, — M*adame de Stael, M. Talleyrand, 
M. Sicard, and M. d’Arblay; the Matter then made 
insistance upon commencing my master of the lan¬ 
guage, and I think he will be almost as good a one as the 
little Don.* 

M. de Talleyrand opened, at last, with infinite wit 
and capacity. Madame de Stael whispered me, How 
do you like him?” "Not very much,” i answered, 
" but I do not know him.” "O, I assure you," cried 
she, " he is the best of the men.” 

I was happy not to agree; but Thave no time for such 
minute detail till we meet. She read the noble tragedy 
of ‘ Tancrede' till she blinded us all round. She is the 
most charming person, to use her own phrase, "that 
never I saw.” 


•2 D 


VOL. V. 


• Mr. Clarke. 
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We called 3 ^sterda 7 noon upon Madame de Stael, 
and sat with her till three o’clock, only the little Dun 
being present. She was delightful; yet I see much 
uneasiness hanging over the whole party, from the terror 
that the war may stop all remittances. Heaven forbid! 

F. B. 


Miss Bumey to Mts. Lock. 

Thursday, MicYloham. 

1 HAVE no heart not to write, and no time to write. 
I have been scholaring all day, and mastering too; for our 
lessons are mutual, and more entertaining than can 
easily be conceived. My master of the liingiiage says he 
dreams of how much more solemnly he shall write to 
cliaiming Mrs. Lock, after a little moie practice. 
Madame de Staiil has written me two English notes, 
quite beautiful in ideas, and not very repichciisible in 
idiom. But EiigUsh has nothing to do with eiegunce 
such as theirs—at least, little and rarely. I am always 
exposing myself to the wrath of Juhii Bull, when this 
coterie come in competition. It is inconceivable what a 
convert M. de Talleyrand has made of me; 1 think him 
now' one of the first members, and one of the most 
charming, of this exquisite set: Susanna is as com¬ 
pletely a proselyte. His powers of entertainment are 
astonishing, both in. infornialion and in raillery. We 
know nothing of bow the rest of the world goes on. 
They are all coming to-night. 1 have yet avoided, but 
with extreme difficulty, the change of abode. Madame 
de Stael, however, will not easily be parried, and 
bow I< may finally arrange I know not Certainly 1 will 
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not niTtnd or hint her, but oUierwise i had rather be a 
visitor than a guest. 

Pray tell Mr. Lock that “the best of the men” grows 
upon us at every meeting. We dined and stayed till 
midnight at Juvipere on Tuesday, and I would I could 
recollect but the twentieth part of the excellent things that 
were said. Madame de Staiil read us the opening of 
her work ‘ Sur le Bonhtur:' it seemt to me admirable. 
M. de Talleyrand avowed he had met with notliing better 
thought or mure ably expressed; it contains the most 
touching allttsions to their country’s calamities. 

F. B. 

Ih. Bi-riiey to Mixx Bumey. 

Clielm College, TtMHlay Mon tini;, Frliniary IDtb, 1703. 

Why, Fauiiv, what aro you about, and where are you? 
1 sluill write rrf you, not knowing: how to write to you, as 
Swift did to the flyitijr roniBiilic Lord Peter* 
borough. 

1 hud vviittei) the above, after a yesterdayglimmering 
and a feverish night as usual^ when behold! a letter of 
requisition for a fuiUier fuilough! 1 li»d long histories 

ready for narration de vive rofx, biit my linje is loo 
short and my eyes and head too weak for much writing 
this morning. I am not at all surprised at your account 
of die captivaUiig powers of Madame de »Stael. It 
corresponds w kU all I bad heai*d about her, and with the 
opinion I formed of her intellectual and literary powers, 
in reading her chnrmiTig *^potogie dc liousseau.* 
But as nothing human is allowed to be perfect, she has 
not escaped censure. Her bouse was the centre of revo¬ 
lutionists previous to the lOthof Augtist, after her father's 
departure, and she has been accused of partiality to 

•2 D 2 . • 
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M, de N ' . But perhaps all may be Jacobinical ma¬ 

lignity. However, unfavourable stories of her have been 
brought hither, and the Burkes and Mrs. Ord have 
repeated them to me. But you know that M. Necker’s 
administration, and the conduct of the nobles who first 
, joined in the violent measures that subverted the ancient 
establishments by the abolition of nobility and the ruin 
of the church, during the first National Assembly, are 
held in greater horror by aristocrats than even the mem¬ 
bers of the present Convention, i know this will make 
you feet uncomfortable, but it seemed to me right to 
hint it to you. If you are not absolutely in the house 
of Madame dc Staiil when this arrives, it would perhaps 
be possible for you to waive the visit to her, by a com¬ 
promise, of having something to do for Susy, and so 
' make the addendum to your stay under her roof. 

1 dined yesterday with dear Mrs. Crewe, and, Mr. C. 
being come to town, did not go to the house, whereof 
Mrs. C. and 1 rejoiced muefa." His brother and Mr. 
Hare dined with us, and alt was well and pleasant, ex¬ 
cept my head. 

Barry last night at the Academy read a discourse, and, 
as he had apprised me tiint he should introduce an eloge' 
in it upon Sir Joshua, I determined to go. On my 
mentioiiiug this circumstance at dinner, Mr. Hare, when 
be was departing in order to attend liis friend Charles 
Fox’s motion in parliament, said to Crewe, Dr. B. 
is going to hear the eloge of bis friend Sir Joshua Rey¬ 
nolds, and I am going, 1 fear, to hear the orait-on 
funebre dun homme iUustre." 

Mrs. Old wants me to meet Mr. Smelt to-morrow 
evening, and you, if returned. Lady Hesketh has 
written two or three civil notes of invitation to us for 
blue.” 
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God bless you! I must make up fur town business. 
]x}ve to dear Susy and children. 

Ever affectionately yours, 

C. B. 


Miss Buniey to Dr. Burney. 

Mick}ehain» Friday, February *03. 

WiiAT a kind letter is my dearest father's, and liow 
kindly speedy ! yet it is too true it has given me very 
uncoinibrtablc feelings. 1 am both hurt and asto¬ 
nished at the acrimony of malice; indeed, 1 believe all 
this party to merit nothing but lionour, compassion, 
and praise. Mudamc de Stael, the daughter of M. 
Neckcr--—the idolising daughter—of course, and even 
from the best princijdcs, those of filial reverence, 
entered into the opening of the Revolution just as her 
father entered into it; but as to her house having be¬ 
come the centre of Revolutionists before the 10th of 
August, it was so only for tlic Constitutionalists, who, 
at that period, were not only members of the then 
established government, but the decided friends of 
the King. The aristocrats were then already banished, 
or wanderers from fear, or concealed and silent from 

cowardice; and the Jacobins-1 need not, after what 

1 have already related, mention how utterly abhor¬ 
rent to her must be that fieud-like set. 

The aristocrats, however, as you well observe, and 
as she has herself told me, hold the Constitutionalists 
in greater horror than the Convention itself. This, 
however, is a violence against justice which cannot, 1 
hope, be lasting; and the malignant assertions which 
persecute her, all of which she has lamented to us, 
she imputes equally to the bad and virulent of both 
these parties. 
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The intimation concerning M. dc N. was, how¬ 
ever, wholly new to us, and I do firmly believe it a 
gross calumny. M. de N. was of her society, which 
contained ten or twelve of the first pcojile in Paris, 
and, occasionally, almost all Paris; she loves him even 
tenderly, but so openly, so simpl 3 % so unaHlectedly, 
and with such utter freedom from all coquetry, that, 
if they were two men, or two women, the affection could 
not, I think, be more obviously undcsigning. She is 
very plain, he is very handsome ; her intellectual en¬ 
dowments must be with him her sole attraction. 

M. de Talleyrand was another of her society, and 
she seems equally attached to him. M. Ic Viscomte 
de Montmorenci she loves, she says, as her brother: 
he is another of this bright constellation, and es* 
teemed of excellent capacity. She says, if she continues 
in England he will certainly come, for he loves her too 
well to stay away. In short, her whole cAterie live to¬ 
gether as brethren. Madame la Marquise de la Chiitre, 
who has lately returned to France, to endeavour to 
obtain de quoi vivre eii Anglelerre, and who had been 
of this colony for two or three months since the 10th 
of August, is a bosom friend of Madame dc Stael and 
of all this circle: she is reckoned a vciy estimable 
as well as fashionable woman; and a daughter of 
.the unhappy Montmorin, who was killed on the Jst of 
September, is another of this set. Indeed, I think you 
could not spend a day with them and not sec that 
their commerce is that of pure, but exalted and most 
elegant, friendship. 

1 would, nevertheless, give the world to avoid being 
a guest under their roof, now 1 have heard even the 
shadow of such a rumour; and I will, if it be possible 
without hurting or offending them. I have waived 
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and waived acceptance almost from the moment of 
Madame dc StaeVs arrival. I prevailed with her to let 
ihy letter go alone to you, and 1 have told her, with 
regard to your answer, that you were sensible of .the 
honour her kindness did me, and could not refuse to 
her request the week’s furlough; and then followed 
reasons for the compromise you pointed out, too dif¬ 
fuse for writing. As yet they have succeeded, though 
she is sui'prised and disappointed. She wants us to 
study French and English together, and nothing could 
to me be more desirable, but for this invidious report. 

Susanna and her Captain intend going to town on 
Friday in next week, and 1 have fixed therefore on 
the same day for my return ; thus, at all events, the 
time cannot be long. 

M. d’Arblay. as well as M. de Narbonne, sent over 
a declaration in favour of the poor King. M. d’A. 
had been commandant at iKingwi, and had been 
named to that post l)y the King himself In the accu¬ 
sation of the infernnls, as Mr. Young justly calls them, 
the King is accused of leaving Longwi undefended, 
and a prey to the Prussians. M. d’Arblay, who be¬ 
fore that period had been promoted into the regimeiit 
of M. de Narbonne, and thence summoned to be 
Adjutant-General of Lafayette, wrote therefore, on 
this charge, to M. de Malesherbes, and told him that 
the charge was utterly false; that the King had taken 
every precaution for the proper preservation of Longwi, 
and that M. d’Arblay, the King’s commandant, had 
himself received a letter of thanks and approbation 
from Dumouricz, who said, nothing would have been 
lost had every commandant taken equal pains, and ex¬ 
erted equal bravery. 

This original letter M. d’Arblay sent to M .Males- 
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herbes, not as a vindication of himself, for he had been 
summoned from Longwi before the Prussians assailed 
it, but as a vindication of the officer appointed by thb 
King, while he had yet the command. M. de Males- 
herbes wrote an answer of -thanks, and said he should 
certainly make use of this information in the defence. 
However, the fear of Diimouriez, I suppose, prevented 
his being named. 

M. d'Arblay, in quitting France with Lafayette, 
upon the deposition of the King, had only a little 
ready money in his pocket, and he has been decrete 
since, and all ho was worth in the world is sold and 
seized by the Convention. M. de Narbonne loves him 
as the tenderest of brothers, and, while one has a 
guinea in the world, the other will have half. “ Ah!” 
cried M. d’Arblay. upon the murder of the King, which 
almost annihilated him, ** Z know not how those can 
exist who have any feelings of remorse, when I scarce 
can endure my life, from the simple feeling of regret 
that ever I pronounced the word liberty in France!” 

I confess I was much pleased with the oraisotifinebrc. 
We hear no news here, except French, and see no 
newspapers, and not an English newsmonger. The 
Captain is just returned from Colchester. Babes are 
well. Adieu, most dear Sir! Your affectionate 

F. B. 


Mudame de Stael to Miss Bumey. 

Juniper^ ce S Mai9» 

Mt dear Miss, —Pour cette fois vous me permettrez 
de vous derive en Francois; il s’agit de m’arranger pour 
vous voir, et je ne veux pas risquer d’^uivoques dans 
cet important interSt. Mardt entre midi et une beure je 
serai i Chelsea College, avec votre maitre de Franqois 
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et Mr. Cidrke: tons les deux causeront ensemble, et 
vous—vous me parlerez. Je sais que vous etes pleine 
de boiite pour mot, et qiie vous metlez meme du cou¬ 
rage contre la reaction de qiielques mdchancetes Fran- 
qoixes auxquelles les terns de guerre civile doivent ac- 
coiltumer; mais tout ce que je vous demanile c’est 
in'aimer, dussiez vous attendre a d’autres teins pour le 
dire. 11 faut Inisser I’injustice aux iiummes nialheureux ; 
il taut qu’ils s’occiipeiit de.s personnes quaml ils ne peu- 
vent rien sur le.s affaires ; il faut qii’ils dounent quelques 
nns de lours preventions aux etnmgers, qui n’ont pas le 
terns dejuger les proc('.s des individus; il faut tout ce qui 
est ordinaire et cxtmordinaire tlans une pareille epoque, 
et se contier an terns pour fupiuion pubiique—a I'anutie 
pour le bonhetir pnrtictdirr. IIs vous diront que je suis 
democrate, cl ils oublieroiit que mes amis et moi nous 
avoiis ecliap|)e ail fcr des Jacobins: ils vous diront que 
j’ainie passionuement ies aifaircs, ct je suis ici quaiid 
M. dc Staei me pressod'aller a Paris, me meler avec lui 
des plus importantes (ceci pour vous seule) ; enbii ils 
chcrcherunt 4 truubier jusqu’au re|X>s do I’amitie, et ne 
permettrout pas que, fidele a nies devoirs, j'a^e en le 
besoin de partager pendant deux mois le malheur de 
celui dont j’avois sauve la vie. Il; a dans tout cela tant 
d’absurdes faussetes, quun jour ou fautre je cederai au 
desir d'en parler. Mais qui peut maintenant se permettre 
d’occuper de soi ? Il n’y a pas d'idees generates assez 
vastes pour ce moment Je suis bien mal ce precepte 
en vous ecrivant; mais, pareeque je vous ai trouve la 
meilleure et la plus distinguee; parcequ’avant de vous 
connoitre, j’ambitionnois de vous plaire ; pareeque, depuis 
que je vous at vu, il m’est iieccssaire de vous interesser, je 
me persuade que vous devez m’aimer; je crois bien 
aussi que votre bonte pour moi m’a valu quelqjues en- 
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vieus; ainsi il j a un pen de justice dans ce que vous 
faites pour moi. Je chasse toutes mes idees triotes en 
songeant que Je vous verrai Mardi^ ct les jours suivans, 
chez Madame Lock—en peiisant a votre airnable sceur 
Madame Phillips^ qui, sentanC le bcsoin que j’avois d’etre 
consolee, a ete doublenient airnable pour moi apr^s votre 
depart. Repondez 4 ma lettre. Adieu! 


Mrs. Phillips to Mrs. Lock. 

Micklvhom, April 2ml, 1793. 

* « • • * 

1 MOST, however, say something of Juniper, whence 
I had an irresistible invitation to dine, &c., yesterday, 
and hear M. de Lally Toicndal read his ‘ Mort de 
Strafford,’ which he had already recited once, and 
which Madame de Stael requested him to repeat for 
my sake. 

1 had a great curiosity to see M. de Lally. 1 can¬ 
not say that feeling was gratified by the sight of him, 
though it was satisfied, insomuch that it has left me 
without any great anxiety to sec him again. Ho is 
the very reverse of all that my imagination had led 
me to expect in him: large, fat, with a great head, 
small nose, immense chocks, nothing tUstinguc in his 
manner; and en fait d'esprit, and of talents in conver¬ 
sation, so far, so very far, distant from our Janiperiais, 
and from M. de Talleyrand, who was there, as 1 could 
not have conceived, his abilities as a writer and his 
general reputation considered. He seems vn bon gar- 
^on, un ires konnite gargon, as M. Talleyrand says 
of him, ct rien de plus. 

He is extremely absorbed by his tragedy, which he 
recites by heart, acting as well as declaiming with 
great .energy, though seated, as Le Texier is. He 
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seemed, previous to the performance, occupied com¬ 
pletely by it, except while the dinner lasted, which he 
did not neglect; but he was continually reciting to him¬ 
self till wc sat down to table, and afterwards between 
the courses. 

M. Talleyrand seemed much struck with his piece, 
which appears to me to have very tine lines and pas¬ 
sages in it. but which, altogether, interested me l>u< 
little. 1 confess, indeed, the violence of gexles, anrl 
the alternate liowling and thundering of his voice ir. 
declaiming, fatigued me excessively. If our Panny 
had been present, I am ufraid 1 should many times have 
been affected as one does not expect to be at a tragedy. 

We sat down at seven to dinner, and had half 
finished before M. d’Arblay ap]>eurcd, though repeat¬ 
edly sent for; he was profoundly grave and silent, and 
disappeared after the dinner, which was very gay. He 
was sent for, after coffee and Norbury were gone, several 
times, that the tragedy might be begun j and at last 
Madame de S. impatiently proposed beginning without 
him. " Mais cela lui fera de la peine,’’ said M. 
d’Autun (Talleyraml), goodnaturedly; and, as she per¬ 
sisted, he rose up and limped out of the room to fetch 
him: he succeeded in bringing him. 

M. Malouet has left them. La Princesse d'Henin is 
a very pleasing, well-bred woman : she left Juniper the 
next morning with M. de Lally. 

S. P. 


Afrs. Phillips to Miis Burney. 

Micklehain^ April 3rcl. 

After I had sent off my letter to you on Monday 
1 walked on to Juniper, and entered at the same mo¬ 
ment with Mr. Jenkinson and his attoroey-ra man 
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whose figare strongly resembles some of Hogarth’s 
roost ill-looking personages, and who appeared to me 
to be brought as a kind of spy. or ^vitness of all that 
was passing. I would have retreated, fearing to inter¬ 
rupt business, but I was surrounded, and pressed to stay, 
by Madame de Sfael with great etnjirex/temmi, and with 
much kindness by M. d’Arblay and all the rest. Mr. 
Clarke was the spokesman, and acquitted himself with 
great dignity and moderation ; Madame de S. now and 
then came forth with a little rotfuetUtie yonr udoncir ce 
aaumge Jenkinson. "What will you, Mr. Jenkinson? 
tell to me, what will you ?” M. de Narbonne, somewhat 
indigne de la mauvaise foi, and e.fcede dex longwurs 
de xon advprsaire, was not quite so gentle with him 
and I was glad to perceive that he meant to resist, in 
some degree at least, the exorbitant demands of his 
landlord. 

Madame de Stael was very gay, and M. de Talley¬ 
rand very comique, this evening; he criticised, amongst 
other things, her reading of prose, with great sang Jroid: 
“ Vous liscz tres mal la prose; vous avez un chant cn 
lieant, unc cadence, et puis une moRotonie, qui n’est pas 
bien du tout; cn vous woutant on croit toujours en¬ 
tendre des vers, et ccla a un fort niauvais effet 1" 

They talked over a number of their friends and ac¬ 
quaintance with the utmost unreserve, and sometimes 
with the most comic humour imaginable,—M. dcLally, 
M. de Lafayette, la Princesse dTIenin, la Princess© 
de Poix, a M. Guibert, an author, and one who was, 
Madame de S. told me, passionately in love with her 
before she married, and innumerable others. 

M. d’Arblay had been employed almost night and 
day since he came from London in writing a M^oire, 
which Mr. Villicrs had wished to have, upon the ‘ Ar- 



OP THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 


1793j 


413 


tillerie ^ Cheval,* and he had 
this morning. 


not concluded it till 

S. P. 


Mrs. Phillips to Miss Burney. 

Tueiday) May 

Trusting to ilie kindness of cliance, I begin at the 
top of m; paper. Our Juniperians went to see Paine's 
Hill }'csterda}'j and had the good-nature to take my little 

happy Noi'buiy. In the evening came Miss F- to 

show me a circular letter, sent by the Archbishop of Can¬ 
terbury to all the parishes in England, authorising the 
ministers of those parishes to raise a subscription fur 
the unfurttmate French clergy. She talked of our neigh¬ 
bours, and very shortly ami abruptly said, ** So, Mrs. 
Phillips, we hear you arc to have Mr. Norbone and 
the other French company to live with you—Pray is 

it so r 

I was, I confess, a little startled at this plain inrjuiry, but 
answered as composedly as T could, setting out with in¬ 
forming this bite personnage that Madame de Stael was 
going to Switzerland to join her husband and family in a 
few days, and that of all the French company none would 
remain but M.de Narbonne and M. d’Arblay, for whom 
the Captain and myself entertained a real friendship and 
esteem, and whom he had begged to make our house 
their own for a short time, as the impositions they.had 
had to support from their servants, 8cc., and the failure of 
their remittances from abroad, had obliged them to resolve 
on breaking up housekeeping. 

1 had scarcely said thus much when our party arrived 
from Paine's Hill ; the young lady, though she had drunk 
tea, was so obliging as to give us her company for near two 
hours, and made a curious attack on M^de N., upon the 
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first pause, in wretclied French, though we had before, all 
of US, talked no other language than English:—Je vous 
prie, M. Gnawbone, comuient se porte la Reine?” 

Her pronunciation was such that 1 thought his under¬ 
standing her miraculous: however, he did guess her mean¬ 
ing, and answered, with all his accustomed douceur and 
politeness, that he hoped well, but had no means but 
general ones of information. 

“ I believe,*’ said she afterwards, “nobody was so liurt 
at the King’s death as my papa! he couldn’t ride on 
horseback next day!” 

She then told M. de Narbonne some anecdotes (very 
new to him, no doubt), which she iiad read in the news¬ 
papers, of the Convention; and then spoke of M. Egalite. 


“ I hope,” said she, flinging her arms out with great vio¬ 
lence, “ he’ll come to be gullytined. He showed the 
King how ho liked to be gullytined, so now I hope he’ll 
be gullytined himself!—So shocking! to give his vote 


against his own nephew !” 

If tfie subject of her vehemeuce and bluttders had been 


less just or less melancholy, I know not how 1 should 


have kept my face in order. 


Our evening was very pleasant when she was gone. 
Madame de Stael is, with all her wildness and blemishes. 


a delightful companion, and M. de N. rises upon me in 
esteem and affection every time 1 see him; their minds in 
some points ought to be exchanged, for he is as delicate 
as a really feminiue woman, and evidently suffers when 
he sees her setting les btens^auces aside, as it often 


enough befalls her to do. 

Poor Madame dc Stael has been greatly disappointed 
and hurt by the failure of the friendship and inter¬ 
course she had wished to maintain with you,—of that I 
am sure; 1 fear, too, she is on the point of being offended. 
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I am not likely to be her confidante if she is so, and 
only judge from the nature of things, and from her 
character, and a kind of depit in her manner once or 
twice in speaking of you. She asked me if you would 
accompany Mrs. Lock back into the country? I an¬ 
swered that my father would not wish to lose you for 
so lung a time at once, as you had been absent from 
him as a nurse so many days. 

After a little pause, Mais cst-cc qu'unc femme cst 
cn tutelle pour la vie dans ce pays T' she said. ‘‘ II me 
paroit quo votre sa;ur est comroc une demoiselle de 
quntorze ans.” 

1 did not oppose this idea, but enlarged rather on 
the constraints laid upon females, some very unncces 
sarily. in England,—hoping to lessen her depit; it con¬ 
tinued, however, visible in her countenance, though she 
did not express it in words. 

1 must go hack to Monday, to tell you something 
that passed which slrAck and affected me very much. 
M. dc Talleyrand arrived at Juniper to dinner, and 
Madame de Muel, in a state of the most vehement im¬ 
patience for news, would scarce give liim time to breathe 
between her questions; and when she had heard all he 
could tell her, she was equally impetuous to hear all 
his conjectures. She was evidently elated with hopes 
of such success as would give peace, security, and hap¬ 
piness to them all, yel scarce dared give way to all her 
flattering expectations. 

M. dc Talleyrand’s hopes wore alive likewise, though 
he did not, like her, lose his composure and comic 
placidness of manner. 

Madame do Stael, between jest and earnest, re¬ 
proached M. deNarbonne with a number of aristocratic 
sentiments, which she said had that day escaped him. 
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He calmly declued he was willing to repeat and support 
every word he had uttered. She next reproached him 
for always resisting her passion for conjectural discus¬ 
sions. He said, ho had for the last half-year found 
every one baffled in making conjectures: “ Mais,” said 
he, very gravely, and in a manner much impressed, 
“ dans huit jours d’ici il me paroit qu’on pourra voir 
assez clair pour former un plan; ct alors—jc prendrai 
mon parti.” 

He said no more, but dropped into a very deep re¬ 
verie. “ Pour prendre un parti,” said M. de Talleyrand, 
'* il faut d'abord savoir si celui qui nous conviendroit 
sera assez fort pour justiher Vesperance dc succes; sane 
quoi il y auroit dc la folic k se meler dc la partie. 
Mais pour moi,” continued he, laughing, "j'ai grande 
envie de me battre, je vous Tavouc.” 

" Ah, mais, sansdoute,” said Madame do Stael, “ dans 
une situation dwesperee comme la votre, il faut bien 
quo vous ayiez le besoin de fairt des efforts.” 

"Vous le sentez,” said M. de N., with sadness, 
" pareeque vous n’avez pas vecu a Juniper, proche de 
Norbury et de Madame Philippe—pareeque vous avez 
vecu en Woodsjpck Street.” 

"Mais,” said M. dc Talleyrand, “je vous donne ma 
parole que ce me seroit un plaisir de bien battre tous 
ces vilains gueux.” 

“ Eh, non,” said M. dc N., with a mixture of douceur 
and sadness which was very touching, " dites moi done 
le plaisir qu’il y auroit a donner la mort a ces pauvres 
miserables, dont I’ignorance et la betise out die les 
plus grands crimes. S'il falloit ne fairc la guerre que 
centre Marat, et Danton, et Robespierre, et M. Egalite, 
et quelques centaincs d'autres infames sceldrats, j'y 
pourr^i peut-etre trouver de la satisfaction aussi.*’ 
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After this he again fell into his revericj and the con¬ 
versation was supported by Madame de Stael and M. 
do Talleyrand, who, by the way, is going to sell all his 
books, and who very placidly said to-day, " Je vaia 
quitter ma maison dc Woodstock Street; ellc cst trop 
chere.” 

* * '• « « 

S. P. 


Madame de Stael to Miss Burney. 

Juniper^ 11th May. 

Je vois bien» my dear Miss» qiie vous voulez voua ac- 
quitter 4 force de services; mais si vous vous etiez permis 
de lire Voltaire^ je vous dirois ces deux vers uo peu 
changes 

Un eentimont r»t cent foia au dcesus 
Et dc I’caprit et dc la hont£ niSntc. 

Oublions et le bonbeur et le malbeur de notre liaison 
ensemble, pour retounier au doux penchant de la recon- 
noissauce. Les dentelles de inoii emigree peuvent 6tre 
vendues en detail, pareeque e’est le seul nioyen de les 
vendre. Quant au prix, e’est un marchand de dentelles 
a votre choix qui doit le fixer. Une bile de chez Madame 
Roger, Duke-street, Piccadilly, a estime le tout 100/. 
sterling. Mais je ne sais pas un mot de details, et la 
premiere roarebande de dentelles que vous rencontrerez 
vous le dira. 

Quant a the ogly, tall, and good servant, je demande 
quatre jours pour repondre a cette grande affaire: je de- 
mande aussi si elle sail 4crire ce qu’il faut pour le bih 
d’uD dejeOner, de sucre, de the, &c. 

Ma intenant que je vous ai bien fatigu4 de tous les 
services que je veux rendre a mes amis, et que votre ex- 

VOL. V. 2 .E • 
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ceilent caractere vous fait desirer de partager, laissez moi 
TOU8 dire que je suis triste de partir peut-etre sans vous 
revoir; et qu'en ecartant tons les nuages de mon coeur, 
je serai toujours interessee dans vos succes, et dans votre 
bonbeur. 

Soyez assez bonne pour exprimer, avec (’accent de 
Cecilia, tout le regret que je sens d'avoir 6te bannie de la 
chanibre de nos aimables maiades, que ma peiisee n'a pas 
quittee. 


[The frequency and intimacy Mrilh which Miss Burney 
and M. d'Arblay now met, ripened into attachment the 
high esteem which each felt for the other; and, after 
many struggles and scruples, occasioned by his reduced 
circumstances and clouded prospects, M. d’Arblay wrote 
her an offer of his hand; candidly acknowledging, haw* 
ever, the slight hope he entertained of ever recovering the 
fortune he had lost by the Revolution. 

At this time Miss Burney went to Chesiugton for a 
short period; probably hoping that the extreme quiet of 
that place would assist her deliberations, aud tranquillize 
her mind during her present perplexities.] 

Mrs. Phillips to Miss Burney at Chesington, 

Sunday, after church, 1 walked up to Norbury; there 
unexpectedly 1 met all our Juniperians, and listened to 
one of the best conversations 1 ever heard: it was on 
literary topics, and the chief speakers Madame de Stael, 
H. de Talleyrand, Mr. Lock, and M. Dumont, a gentle¬ 
man on a visit of two days at Juniper, a Genevois, homme 
d'ssprit et de lettres. I had not a word beyond the first 
-"how d’yes’’ with any one, being obliged to run home to 
my BbomiiMl^e dinner in the midst of the discourse. 

On Monday 1 went, by invitation, to Juniper to dine, 
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and before I came away at night a letter arrived express 
to Madame de Stael. On reading it, tlie change in her 
countenance made me guess the contents. It was from 
the Swedish gentleman who had been appointed by her 
husband to meet her at Ostcnd; he wrote from that place 
that he was awaiting her arrival. She had designed 
walking home with us by moonlight, but her spirits were 
too much oppressed to enable her to keep this intention. 

M. d’Arblay walked home with Phillips and me. Every 
moment of his time has been given of late to iraiispribing 
a MS. work of Madame de Stael, on ‘ L'lnUuence des 
Passions.’ It is a work of considerable length, and written 
in a hand the most difljcult possible to decipher. 

On Tuesday wc all met again at Norbiiry, where we 
spent the day. Madame dc Stael could not rally her 
spii'its at all, and seemed like one torn from all that was 
clear to her. I was truly concerned. 

A Her giving me a variety of charges, or rather entreaties, 
to watch and attend totRc health, spirits, and affairs of the 
friends she was leaving, she said to me, “ El dites a Mile. 
Burney (jue je ne lui en veux pas dii tout—qiie je quitte 
le pays rainiant bien sincereiiient, et sans rancune.” 

1 assured her earnestly, and with more words than 1 
have room to insert, not only of your admiration, but 
affection, and sensibility of her worth, and chagrin at see¬ 
ing no more of her, 1 hope I exceeded not your wishes; 
mats il n'y avoit ])as moycn de resister. 

She seemed pleased, and said, “ Vons ctes bien bonne 
de me dire cela,” but in a low and faint voice, and dropped, 
the subject. 

Before we took leave, M. d’Arblay was already gone, 
meaning to finish transcribing her MS. I came home 
with Madame de Stael and M. de Narbonne. The for¬ 


mer actually sobbed in saying farewell to Mrs. Lock,’ and 

■ 2 K 2. ' 
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half way down the hill; her parting from roe was likewise 
very tender and Hattcring. 

I determined, however, to see her again, and met her 
near the school, on Wednesday morning, with a short note 
and a little offering which I was irresistibly tempted to 
make her. She could not speak to me, but kissed her 
hand with a very speaking and touching expression of 
countenance. 

It was this morning, and just as I was setting out to 
meet her, that Skilton arrived from Chesington. 1 wrote 
a little, walked out, and returned to finish as I could. 

At dinner came our TYo—very bad intloed. After it 
we walked together with the children to Norbury', but 
little Fanny was so well pleased with his society, that it 
was impossible to get a word on any particular subject. 
I, however, upon bis venturing to question me where¬ 
abouts was the campagne ou se trowoit MUe. Burnet, 
ventured de mon c6te to speak the name of Chesington, 
and give a little account of its inhabitants, the early love 
we had for the spot, cur excellent Mr. Crisp, and your 
good and kind hostesses. 

He listened witli much interest and pleasure, and said, 
''Mais, ne pourroit-on pas faire ce petit voyage-la?” 

I ventured to say nothing encouraging, at least deci¬ 
sively, in a great measure upon the cliildren’s account, lest 
they should repeat; and, moreover, your little namesake 
seemed to me surprisingly attentive and eveillee, as if 
elle se doutoit de quelque choee. 

VVheu we came home 1 gave our Tio some paper to 
write to you; it was not possible for roe to add more than 
the address, much as I wished it. 
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Miss Burney to Mrs. Lock. 

Cbttiiiffton; 1793. 

I H AVB been quite enchanted to-day by my dear Susan’s 
intelligence that my three convalescents walked to the 
wtood. Would I had been there to meet and receive 
them. 

I have regretted excessively the finishing so miserably 
an acqiiaintiince begun with so much spirit and pleasure, 
and the depit I fear Madame de Stacl must have expe¬ 
rienced. I wish the world would take more care of itself, 
and less of its neighbours. I should have been very safe, 
I trust, without such flights, and distances, and breaches. 
But there seemed an absolute resolution formed to crush 
this acquaintance, and compel me to appear its wilful 
renouiicer.. All I did also to clear the matter, and soften 
to Madame dc Staiil any pique or displeasure, unfortu¬ 
nately served only to increase both. Had I understood 
lier disposition better, 4 should certainly have attempted 
no palliation, for I rather oflended her pride than molli¬ 
fied her wrath. Yet I followed the golden rule, for how 
much should I prefer any acknowledgment of regret at 
such an apparent change, from any one I esteemed, to a 
seeming unconscious complacency in an unexplained 
caprice! 

T am vexed, however, very much vexed, at the whole 
business. I hope she left ?Jorbury Park with full satis¬ 
faction in its steady and more comfortable connection. 
I fear mine will pass for only a fashionable one. 

Miss Kitty Cooke still amuses me very much by her 
incomparable dialect; and by her kindness and friendli¬ 
ness I am taken the best care of imaginable. 

My poor brother, who will carry this to Mickleham, is 
grievously altered by the loss of his little girl. Jt has 



422 


DIARY AND LETTERS 


[Part IX'. 


affected his spirits and his healthy and he is grorrn so 
thin and meagre, that he looks ten years older than when 
I saw him last. I hope he will now revive, since the 
blow is over; but it has been a very, very hard one, after 
such earnest pains to escape it. 

Did the wood look very beautiful? I have figurecMl 
to myself with the three dear convalescents wandering in 
its winding paths, and inhaling its freshness and salubrity, 
ever since I heard of this walk. I wanted prodigiously 
to have issued forth from some little green recess, to have 
hailed your return. I hope Mr. Lock had the pleasure 
of this sight. Is Jenny capable of such a mounting 
journey? 

Do you know anything of a certain young lady, who 

eludes all my inquiries, famous for having eight sisters, 

all of uncommon talents? I had formerly some hiter* 

course with her, and she used to promise she would renew 

it whenever I pleased; but whether she is offended that 1 

have slighted her offers so long, or whether she is tickle, 

or only whimsical, I know not: all that is quite undoubted 

is that she has concealed herself so effectually from my 

researches, that I might as well look for justice and cle* 

mency in the French Convention, as for this former 

friend in the plains and lanes of Chesington, where, erst, 

she met me whether I would or no. 

* ♦ • * 

F. H. 


Miss Burttey to Mrs. Lock- 

ChewBgtoii, 1793. 

How sweet to me was my dearest Fredy’a assurance 
that my gratification and prudence went at last hand in 
hand! I had longed for the sight of her writing, and not 
dared.wish it. I shall now long impatiently till 1 can 
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have the pleasure of saying “ Ma aoi, I desire no more of 
your letters.” 

I have heard to-day all I can moat covet of all my dear 
late malades. I take it for granted this little visit was 
made known to my dearest sister confidant. I had pre¬ 
pared for it from the time of my own expectation, and I 
have had much amusement in what the preparation pro¬ 
duced. Mrs. Ilamiitoii ordered half a ham to be boiled 
ready; and Miss Kitty trimmed up her best cap, and 
tried it on, on Saturday, to get it in shape to her face. 
She made chocolate also, which wc drank up on Monday 
and Tuesday, because it was spoiling. “I have never 
seen none of the rrench quality," she says, '‘and I have 
a pwdigiou/t curosity; thoiigl) as to dukes and dukes’ 
sons, and these high top captains, 1 know they’ll think 
me a mere country bumpkin. IJomever, they can’t call 
me worse than Fat hit Square, and that's tlie worst 
name 1 ever got from any of our English polite bears, 
which 1 suppose the%e pelite French quality never beard 
the like of.” 

Unfortunately, however, when all was prepared above, 
the French top captain entered while poor Miss Kitty 
was in diskbill, 'and Mrs. Hamilton hnishing washing up 
her china from breakfast A maid who was out at the 
pump, and hrst saw the arrival, ran in to give Miss Kitty 
time to escape, for she was in her round dress night-cap, 
and without her roll and curls. However, he fuliowL'd 
too quick, and Mrs. Hamilton was seen in her linen 
gown and mob, though she had put on a silk one iu ex¬ 
pectation for every noon these four or hve days past; and 
Miss Kitty was in such confusion, she hurried out of the 
room. She soon, however, returned, with the roll and 
curls, and the forehead and throat fashionably lost, in a 
silk gown. And though she bad not intended to speak 
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a wordj the gentle quietness of her guest so surprised and 
pleased her, that she never quitted his side while he 
stayed, and has sung his praises ever since. 

Mrs. Hamilton, good soul! in talking and inquiring 
since of his history and conduct, shed tears at the recital. 
She says now she has really seen one of the French 
gentry that has been drove out of their country by the 
villains she has heard of, she shall begin to believe there 
really has been a Revolution! and Miss Kitty says, “I 
purtest I did not know before but it was all a sham.” 

F. B. 


Miss Burney to Mrs. Phillips. 

Friday, Uay 31it, Ctieaiiigtoti. 

My heart so smites me this morning with making no 
answer to all I have been requested to weigh and decide, 
that I feel 1 cannot with any ease return to town without 
at least complying with one demand, which tirst, at part¬ 
ing yesterday, brought me to write fully to you, my Susan, 
if I could not elsewhere to my satisfaction. 

Much indeed iu the course of last night and this morn¬ 
ing has occurred to me, that now renders my longer si¬ 
lence as to prospects and proceedings unjustifiable -to 
myself. I will therefore now address myself to both my 
beloved coufidaiits, aud open to them all my thoughts, 
and entreat their own with equal plainness in return. 

M. d’Arblay’s last three letters convince me he is des¬ 
perately dejected when alone, and when perfectly na¬ 
tural. It is not that he wants patience, but he wants 
rational expectation of better times; expectation founded 
on something more than mere aerial hope, that builds one 
day upon what the next blasts; and then has to build 
again, and again to be blasted. 
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What aficcU me the most in this situation is. that Ins 
time maj as completely be lost as another's peace, by 
waiting for the effects of distant events, vague, bewilder¬ 
ing, and remote, and quite as likely to lead to ill as to 
good. The very wailing, indeed, with the mind in such 
a state, is in itself an evil scarce to be recompensed. 

« « * * • 

My dearest I'Vedy, in the beginning of her knowledge 
of tiiis transaction, told me that Mr. Lock was of opinion 
that the 100/. per annum might do, as it tloes for many 
a curate. M. d’A. also most solemnly and aifectingly 
dcclaies that le simpln ueceasaire is all he requires, atid 
here, in your vicinity, would unhesitatingly be preferred 
by him to the must brilliant fortune in another sejour. 

If/(C can say that, what must /be not to echo it? I, 
who in the bosom of my own most chosen, most darling 
friends- 

1 need not enter more upon this; you all must know 
that to me a crust ofiircad. with a little roof for shelter, 
and a lire for warmth, near you, would bring me to peace, 
to happiness, to all that my heart holds dear, or even in 
any situation could prize. I cannot picture such a fate 
u'ith dry eyes; all else but kindness and society has to 
me so always been nothing. 

With regard to my dear father, he has always left me 
to myself; 1 will not therefore speak to him while thus 
uncertain what to decide. 

It is certain, however, that, with peace of mind and re¬ 
tirement, 1 have resources that I could bring forward to 
amend the little situation ; as well as that, once thus un¬ 
doubtedly established and natusalized. M. d'A. would 
have claims for employment. 

I'hese reflections, with a mutual freedom from ambi¬ 
tion, might lead to a quiet road, unbroken by the tortures 
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of applications, expectations, attendance, disappointment, 
and time-wasting hopes and fears; if there were notap- 
prehensions the lOOf. might be withdrawn. I do not 
think it likely, hut it is a risk too serious in its conse¬ 
quences to be run. M. d’A. protests he could not answer 
to himself the hazard. 

How to ascertain this, to clear tlie doubt, or to know 
the fatal certainty before it should be too late, ex¬ 
ceeds my powers of suggestion. His own idea, to write 
to the Queen, much as it has startled me, and wild as it 
seemed to me, is certainly less wild than to take the chance 
of such a blow in the dark. 

Yet such a letter could not even reach her. His very 
name is probably only known to her,through myself. 

In short, my dearest friends, you will think for me, and 
let me know what occurs to you, and I will defer any 
answer till I hear your opinions. 

Heaven ever bless you! And pray for me at this 
inoEn6nt. « 

F. B. 


Dr. Burney to Miss Burney. 

Maj, 1793. 

Dear Fanny, —I have for some time seen very 
plainly that you are eprise, and have been extremely 
uneasy at the discovery. You must have observed my 
silent gravity, surpassing that of mere illness and its 
consequent low spirits. I had some thoughts of writing 
to Susan about it, and intended begging her to do 
what I must now do for myself—^that is, beg, warn, and 
, admonish you not to entangle yourself in a wild and 
romantic attachment, which offers nothing in prospect 
but poverty and distress, with future inconvenience and 
unhappiness. M. d’Atblay is certainly a very amiable 
and i^complished man, and of great military abilities 
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1 take for granted; but what employment has he for 
them of which the success is not extremely hazardous ? 
His property, wliatever it waj, has been confiscated— 
decretc —by the Convention; and if a counter-revolu¬ 
tion takes place, unless it be exactly such a one as suits 
the particular political sect in which he enlisted, it docs 
not seem likely to secure to him an establishment in 
France. And as to an cstablislmicnt in England, I 
know the difficulty which very deserving natives find 
in procuring one, with every appearance of interest, 
friends, and probability; and, to a foreigner, I fear 
the difficulty will be mure than doubled. . 

As M. d'Arblay is at present circumstanced, an al¬ 
liance with anything but a fortune sufficient for the 
support of himself and partner would be very impru¬ 
dent. He is a mere soldier of fortune, under great 
disadvantages. Your income, if it was as certain as a 
freehold estate, is insufficient for the purpose ; and if 
the Queen should be displeased and withdi'aw her al¬ 
lowance, what could you do ? 

1 own that, if M. d'Arblay had an establishment in 
France sufficient for him to marry a wife with little or 
no fortune, much as 1 am inclined to honour and es¬ 
teem him, I should wisli to prevent you from fixing 
your residence there; not merely from selfishness, but 
for your own sake. I know your love for your family, 
and know that it is reciprocal; I therefore cannot help 
thinking that you would mutually be a loss to each 
other. The friends, too, which you have here, are of 
the highest and most desirable class. To quit them, 
in order to make new friendships in a strange land, in 
which the generality of its inhabitants at present seem 
incapable of such virtues as friendship is built,upon, 
seems wild and visionary. 
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If M. d'Arblay had a sufficient establishment here 
for the purposes of credit and comfort, and determined 
to settle here for life, 1 should certainly think ourselves 
honoured by his alliance; but his situation is at pre¬ 
sent so very remote from all that can satisfy prudence, 
or reconcile to an affectionate father the idea of a 
serious attachment, that I tremble for your heart and 
future happiness. M. d'Arblay must have lived too 
long in the great world to accommodate himself con¬ 
tentedly to the little; his fate seems so intimately 
connected with that of his miserable country, and that 
country seems at a greater distance from peace, order, 
and tranquillity now than it has done at any time since 
the revolution. 

Thoso considerations, and the uncertainty of what 
party will finally prevail, make me tremble for you 
both. You see, by what I have said, that my objections 
arc not personal, but wholly prudential. For Heaven’s 
sake, my dear Fanny, do not part, with your heart too 
rapidly, or involve yourself in deep engagements which 
it will be difficult to dissolve ; and to the last degree 
imprudent, as things are at present circumstanced, to 
fulfil. 

As far as character, merit, and misfortune demand 
esteem and regard, you may be sure that M. d’Arblay 
will be always received by me with the utmost attention 
and respect; hut, in the present situation of tilings, I 
can by no means tliiuk I ought to encourage (blind and 
ignorant as I am of all but his misfortunes) a serious 
and solemn union with one whose unhappiness would 
he a reproach to the facility and inconsiderateness of a 
most affectionate father. 
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Memorandim, this 7fh nf May. 1825. 

In answer to these apparently most just, and. undoubt¬ 
edly, most parental and teuder apprehensions, Susanna, the 
darling child of Dr. Bumey, as well as first chosen friend 
of M. d'Arblay, wrote a statement of the plans, and 
means, and purposes of M. d’A. and F. B.—so clearly 
demonstrating their power of happiness, with willing eco¬ 
nomy, congenial tastes, and mutual love of the country, 
that Dr. B. gave way, and sent, though reluctantly, a 
consent; by which the union took place the 31st of July, 
1793, in Micklehani church, in presence of Mr. and 
Mrs. Lock, Captain and Mrs. Phillips, M. de Nurboiine, 
and Captain Burney, wlio was father to his sister, a? Mr. 
Lock was to M. d’A.; and on the Ist of August the ce¬ 
remony was re-perfornied in the Sardinian chapel, accord¬ 
ing to the rites of the Komisli church; and never, never 
was union more blessed and felicitous; though, after the 
first eight years of uniningled happiness, it was assailed 
by many calamities,' chiefly of separation or illness, yet 
still mentally unbroken. 

F. d'Arblay. 


To Mrs. 


Auf^t 2ntl, 1793. 

How in the world shall I begin this letter to my dearest 

M-! how save her from a surprise almost too strong 

for her weak nerves and tender heart! 

After such an opening, perhaps any communication 
may be a relief; but it is sarprise only I would guard 
against; my present communication has nothing else to 
fear; it has nothing in jt sad, melancholy, unhappy, but 
it has everything that is marvellous and unexpected. 

Do you recollect at all, when you were last in town, 
my warm interest for the loyal part of the French exiles? 
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—do you remember my 4loge of a French officer, in par¬ 
ticular, a certain M. d’Arblay? 

Ah, my dear M-, yAi arc quick as lightning; 

your sensitive appreiieosioo will tell my tale for me now, 
without any more aid than some details of circumstance. 

The eJoge I then made, was with design to prepare you 
for an event I had reason to expect: such, however, was 
the uncertainty of my situation, from prudential obsta¬ 
cles, that I dared venture at no confidence; though my 
heart prompted it strongly, to a friend so sweetly sympa¬ 
thising in all my feelings and all uiy affairs—so constantly 
affectionate—so tenderly alive to all that interests and 
concerns me. 

My dearest M-, you will give me, I am sure, your 

heart-felt wishes—your most fervent prayers. 'I’he choice 
I have made appears to me all you could yourself wish 
to fall to my lot—all you could yourself have formed to 
have best accorded with your kind partiality. 

I had some hope you would have' seen him that even¬ 
ing we went together from Mm. M. Montagu to Mrs. 
Lock’s, for he was then a guest iu Portlund-place; but 
some miserable circumstances, of which 1 knew nothing 
till after your departure, had just fallen out, and he had 
shut himself up in his room. He did not know we were 
.there. 

Many, indeed, have been the miserable circumstances 
that have, from time to time, alarmed and afflicted in 
turn, and seemed to render a renunciation indispensable. 
Those di^culties, however, have been conquered; and 
last Sunday Mr. and Mrs. Lock, my sister and Captain 
Phillips, and my brother Captain Burney, accompanied 
us to the altar, in Mickleham church; since which the 
ceremony has been repeated in the chapel of the Sardi¬ 
nian Ambassador, that if, by a counter-revolution in 
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France, M. d’Arblay recovers any of his rights, his wife 
may not be excluded from their participation. 

You may be amazed not to see the name of my dear 
father upon this solemn occasion ; but his apprehensions 
from the smallness of our income have made him cold 
and averse; and though he granted bis consent) 1 could 
not even solicit his presence. I feel satisfied, however,' 
that time wilh convince him I have not been so impru* 
dent as he now thinks me. Happiness is the great end 
of all our worldly views and proceedings, and no one can 
judge for another in what will produce it. To me, wealth 
and ambition would always be unavailing; 1 have lived 
in their mo^ centrical posse.ssiun.s, and 1 have always seen 
that the happiness of the richest and tiie greatest has 
been the moment of retiring from riches and from power. 
Domestic comfort and social afiectiun have invariably 
been the sole as well as ultimate objects of my choice, 
and I have always been a stranger to any other rpecies 
of felicity. • 

M. d'Arblay has a taste for literature, and a passion 
for reading and writing, ns marked as my own ; this is a 
sympathy to rob retirement of all superfluous leisure, and 
insure to us both occupation constantly edifying or en¬ 
tertaining. He has seen so much of life, and has suf¬ 
fered so severely fmm its disappointments, that retreat, 
with a chosen companion, is become his final desire. 

Mr. Lock has given M. d’Arblay a piece of ground in 
his beautiful park, upon which we shall build a little neat 
and plain habitation. We shall continue, meanwhile, in 
his neighbourhood, to superintend the little edifice, and 
enjoy the society of his exquisite house, and that of my 
beloved sister Phillips. We are now within two miles of 
both, at a farm-house, where we have what apartments 
vre require, and no more, in a most beautiful and healthy 
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situatioD, a mile and a half from any town. The nearest 
>s Bookham j but I beg that my letters .nay be directed 
to me at Captain Fliillips’s, Mickleham, as the post does 
not come this way, and I may else miss them for a week. 

As I do not correspond with Mrs. Montagu, and it 
would be awkward to begin upon such a theme, I beg that 
when you write you will say something forme. 

One of niy first pleasures, in our little intended home, 
will be finding a-place ofhonour for the legacy of Mrs. 
Dclany. Whatever may be the general W'onder, and per¬ 
haps blame, of general peo|>le) at this connexion, equally 
indiscreet in pecuniary points for us both, 1 fed sure 
that the truly liberal and truly intellectual judgment of 
that most venerated character would have accorded its 
sanction, when acquainted with the worthiness of the 
object who would wish it. 

Adieu, my sweet friend. Give my best compliments 

to Mr.-, and give me your kind wishes, your kind 

prayers, my ever dear M——■ 

F. n’A. 


Madame de Stael to Madame Arhlai^. 

Copet, 9 Aout, 1793. 

On me dit une nouvellc qui me fait un extreme 
plaisir. 11 appartenoit a votre cceur de sentir toufr le 
prix de I’heroique condulte de notre excellent ami, et 
dc justlher le sort en vous donnant a lui, en assurant 
ainsi 4 sa vertu la recompense quo Dieu lui permet sur 
cette terre. A present que rous etes un peu de ma 
famille, j’espereique, si je revenois en Angleterre, je 
vous verrois tant que je voudrois, e’ert k dire, sans 
cesse: tous mes regrets, comme toutes m08 esperances, 
me ramenent en Surrey. C'est-14 le paradis terrestre 
pour moi—ce le sera pour vous, je Vespere. Je ne 
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connoiB pas un caracterc meilleur a vivro que M. 
d’Arblay, ct jc sals dcpuis long-lcnis combien il vous 
aimc: Vous nous devcz a present dc beaucoup ^ire. 
Je vous demande dc m’informer de vos projots, de me 
conficr votre bonlieur; et, si jo trouve jamais une maniere 
de vous scrvir, de disposer do moi comme d’un bion a 
vous. Adieu, adieu ! 

On Knrbjny Parky by Madame de Stael, 

30, 1703. 

Douce image de Norbury. venez me rappeler 
qu’unc ffUicite vive ct pure j>cut exisler sur la terre! 
iu, I’on jouit egalemcnt de ec quon inspire, et dc co 
qu'on eprouve ; lu, Ic sentiment est devour i-oinine la 
passion, ct constant cominc Ic devoir ; la, I'csprit, Ics 
talcns, la bcautd, tout cc qui sort al'cclat, a vteconsacre 
au bonhour. La rertu, la raison, out etc les guides 
fjdelcs d’une telle destinee, mats on ne s’y glorific que 
d'etre heureux. Soit'^uc ccs umes sensiblcs, attachecs 
a leurs biens naturels par Valtrait de leurs coeurs, ne 
pcnscnl point a s’honorev d’un penchant irresistible; 
soit que lour douce philosophic aime a faire des 
proselytes, contents dc la route qu'ils ont parcouru, ils 
chcrclicnt Ic plus sur moyen d’invitcr a leur cxeniple. 
En le considerant, la vertu admire, la foiblcsse espisre, 
et tout cc qui a un cceur sc sent p6netrd par degres 
de calmc ct dc bienctre. Dans cette rctraitc, que la 
volontc dcs posscsscurs rend obscure, que le jugement 
des hommes ociaires, que la rcconnoissance de ceux 
qui souffrent doit illustrer, j’ai trouve quelquc terns un 
asylc loin des crimes de la France, et des prejuges quo 
I'horreuf qu’ils doivent causer inspirent k tous ceux 
qui n’ont pas la force de resistcr aux extremes con- 
traires. lie respect, I 'enthousiasme, dont mon ame est 
VOL. V. . 2 p . • 
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remplie, en contemplant Vensenible des vertus morales 
et politiquea qui constituent I’Angleterrc;—1’admira¬ 
tion d’un tel spectacle, le repos celeste qu'il me fesoit 
gouter; ccs scntimcns, si doux ct si n(k:e8saires apr^s la 
tourmente de'trois ans de revolution, s'unissent dans 
mon souvenir au delicieux sejour, aux respectables 
amis. prSs desquels je les ai eprouv^s. Jeles retnercic 
de quatre mois dc bonheur echappes au naufrage dc la 
vie; je les rcmcrcic dc m’avoir aimes. La felicite dont 
ils jouissent setendra peut-etre a tout ce qui les 
interesse; leur cstime, du moins, doit soutenir i'4mo 
abattuc; ct lorsqu'un sentiment melancoliquc portcroit 
a sc lasser de combattre les injustes attaques dcs 
fureurs dc I'csprit de parti, I’on se rattachc a soi coramc 
a I'objet de suffrages si purs, Pon sc defend encore pour 
honorer ses amis. 

Comte de Lolly Tolendal to the Chevalier d'Arblay. 

TVickenham, 9 1703. 

Je m’etais plaint de vous, mon chcr D'Arblay, et 
puis par reflection j'avais trouve que vous faisicz bien 
mieux dc gouter votre bonheur que de Ic decrire. 
L’amour vous a permis dc consacrer un instant 4 
I’amitie, et je viens vous demander encore un pour ma 
reconnaissance, et pour Texpression des voeux les plus 
ardens qui aient jamais ^te formes pour votre bonheur, 
et pour celui de I’Strc si int^rcssant qui vient de 
doubler le v6tre. Vous m’otez un bien bon argument 
dans mes disputes politiques. " Citez-moi,'’ disais-je tou- 
jourS) avec une assurance imperturbable, “ un homme 
qui ait gagne a la revolution.” 

Au moins, ne porterai-je plus cc defi dans les envi¬ 
rons de Mickleham. Les orages vous ont conduit dans 
on pert qui vaut mieux que la rive natale, et les demons 
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VOU8 onl precipite aux pieds d'un ange qui vous a rc- 
lev6. Votre roman vaut cclui de Miss Burney, et vous 
le faites aussi heureuxqu’ellc les ecrit sublimes. Votre 
destine est ecrite dans ‘ Cecilia,’ mon cher ami. et vous 
aurcz autant de cautions cl autant de jaloux quo Cecilia 
a C!i de lecteurs. Vous voila possedant la pratique de 
ce coeuT dont nous avons tant admire et cheri la tlieorie, 
ces grSiccs de I’csprit qui nous onl tant s^duit, cettc 
finesse dc jugcment qui nous a si fort etonnes, ces 
sentimens delicieux qui venaiont rcmuer Ic fond dc nos 
CGCUTS, cctte purete de morale qui exeitait nos respects, 
•—lout cola vous etait destine! Unc si profonde con- 
naissance du coeur humain devait conduire a jugcr le 
v6tre, a apprecier votre noble caracterc, et cc chanuc 
do loyaute qui fait qu’on sc sent votre ami quand on a 
cause un jour avee vous. 

Jo suis sur que Miss Burney vous aura untendu 
parlor du pauvre Louis XVI. avee cctte emotion qui 
tirait Ics larnics dcs yeux dc Malouet et des miens la 
derniere fois quo nous avons chemine ensemble. Citez 
nous tant que vous voudrez, mon cher D’Arblay; vous 
nous rendrez justice en vous adressant a nous pour 
obtenir celle qui vous est due. 

lie jour oil j*ai requ votre Icttrej‘avals dine cliez le 
Chancelier.ct pendant une partie du dinervotremariage 
avait cHe le sujet dc rentretien general. C*6tait a moi 
tout naturcllement h center votre histoirc, et a r^pondre 
a tout CO qui etait la du sort de Miss Burney. J’ai 
rcropli le devoir, je ne dirm pas d’ami, mais d’homme 
juste; e’est tout ce qu’il vous faut. 

Enfin toute notre colonic n’a qu’un sentiment ct 
qu’unc voix. Le Prince* vous ecrit, Malouet vous 
ecrira, la Princesset se joint a tout ce que nous vous 
• Le Prince de Poix. t La Princess® d’Henin. 

? % 
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disons: vous connaissez ante, vous savez qu’elle se 
reflecbit dans tout ce qui est beau et dan^ tout ce qiii est 
bon; vous avez vu sou ciitraiucmciU vers Miss Buniey. 
Nous jouissons aussi de la part qu'oiit eu a cet beureux 
evejicment M. et Madame Lock, de celle qu’y prennenl 
M. ct Madame Pbillips. Tout ce quc riuiinanile pent 
atteindre de vcrtu ct obtcuir de bonhcur est au milieu de 
vous tous. Jouissez en loii"lfinps, ct quc votre fi'-licitc 
»oit aussi incorruptible que votre caraclire! Prescntez. 
je vous pric, inon bomniage rr?pi’ctueux Madame d’Ar- 
blay, ct cdinptcz tnnjours sur mot comnie sur un ami qui 
vous est ncquis a jamais. 

L\t,I.Y ToLliNEAr,. 

P. S. liOrsquc nion perc commandait dans I'liide il 
flit fort mecoiitcnt d'un ofltcitT qui, clmigu d'uiie uiissioii 
cbez les KoDundais, cii avail compromis Ic succes par la 
tautc la plus gnivc. Mon p.'uivrc perc. le mtillciir dcs 
hommes en actions, mais lo plus vif cn projtos, lui ^crivit 
dans S3 colLrc, 5^i vous relonibiv dans la incine faute. 
je vous previens, quVussier vous !a tete de niou fils sur 
les epaules de mon pore, je la ferai saiiter.” 

Comme il fermait .«a lettre, enlrc son maitre d'butel. 
“Queveux til?” Monsieur, jc viens d'coicndre ditc 
que vous envoyez un expres cbez ics Hollandais, et, comme 
nous n’nuions biciilot plus de cafe, je suis venu vous 
demandcr si vous ne voudriez pas cn faire venir.” “ Tii as 
raison.” Et voila que mon pere, qui iie se soiivcnait deji 
plus de sa colere, rouvre sa lettre et msndc :\ son officier, 
en post-scriptum au dessous de la belle phrase ci-dessus, 
" Je vous en prie, faites moi le platsir de ni’envoyev par'le 
porteur un ballot de cafe.” 

Ou tend toute cette histoirc? A justificr par I’exemple 
la disparate toute aussi forte quc jc vais me permettre. 
Mon laquais vient d’entrer cbez moi, et m'a dit, “Mon- 
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sieur, on dit que vous ecrivez a Micklcbam: la derniere 
fois que vous y avez ete vous avez oubliii un bonnet de 
nuit et une paire de pctitcs bottcs: si vous vouliez hien 
Ics demandcr?” Soil; et voila qiie je tcrtninc une 
epitbalame cn prlant I’epoux dc vouloir bien doiiner dvs 
ordre.>«, je ne sais pas a qui, atiii que ccs pelites boltes 
me soient renvoyus a Londrcs, Norton-street, No. 17. 
Ou se cachc-t-on quand on de cos choses-lii? 


Madame dti In Fite to Mudunie d'Ai hlnij. 

Kriiii 2iil;ur» 1793. 

Co^ll{lKN VOUS etca aimablc, mu chore madamo. et qut 
votre leltre cat chaimanie ! Jo vous rcnu-rcic et do 
plaisir <|u'cllc in'a fiut, ct de cciul qn’elle a procurd ii lu 
famillc dc Luc, et u truis du nos l^riuccsses u qui je I'ai 
coinniuniqude. 

.I’ai su depuis que cctU* letlrc, monlnju a la Rt-ino. est 
encore dan.s la p«>che de sa Majesle. ^ otre cliaiigoment 
d ctut fuisail la nouvclledu jour, et j’nrais un tneiite alors; 
moi scale dans tout le cointe «lc Herkshire avoit Tavan- 

tage de coiinoUre M. d’Arblay. Miss P- cnir’ 

autres m'accabla de qucslious: Est-il grand ? cst-il 
beau ? c.sl-il jeune ?” Jc parlai de son air noble, el d'une 
impression dc trislcsse qui m'avoif frappee cii le voyaut, 
mais qui devoit cire elfacw par ramour ct son frere. 
Si la soir^ qu'il a passe chez moi pouvoit se renouvelcr, 
je ferais taire la liarpe, et j’cnipeclierais un groupe 
d’emigrea de s'cmparci' de lui, el de me priver du plaisir 
de Tcntendre. Quant a. son meritc personnel, a ses 
lumieres, i ses vertus, ils sout evidemmeiit prouics par 
les senliniens qu'il a su inspircr a Norbury. 

Mais a propos de gens distingues, il faut vous parler, 
ma ehere madame, de nos deux jeunes Princes. ^ Celiii 
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dont V 01 I 8 faites mention est le plus joU, le plus gai, le 
plus caressant de tous les heros de dix-neuf ans.* 
Comme une blessure sied bien & cet &ge! Je I'ai vu 
souffrir dcs siennes, mats il me semble qu'il en jouissait. 
Le Prinoe Auguste| cst moins vif, et nullement brtiyant; 
unc affabilite douce rappelie qu’il est le frdre cheri de la 
Princesse Elizabeth, et s’il n’a pu eserccr cc courage 
militaire qui fait les heros de I’liistoire, on sait qu’il a 
prouve line fcrmcte admirable dans le cours de ses longues 
souifrances; et Rousseau pretend que les vertus negativ cs 
sont les plus sublimes. 

Notre pliilosophe,^ pour se consoler du present, s’oc- 
cupe beaucoup du passe, et d’une bistoire de la terre bien 
plus ancienne que celle de Moyse. Ferdant de vuepour 
un temps les revoluliuos qui agitent la surface dc notre 
globe, il s’enfonce dans dc profondes meditations, pour 
recbercher cc qu'etait I'intmeur avant, bien avant, que le 
-genre butnain habitat cette planete. “Wbat are you 
about ?” lui demandait quelqu'im : ‘‘lam in the bowels 
of the earth,” fut sa reponse. Madame de Luc vous 
aime toujours tendreinent, ma chore madanie ; niais elle 
cst moins que jamais en etat d’ecrirc, ses yeux ayaut 
beaucoup suuffert depuis quelques mois. Mon fils sera 
bien sensible au souvenir dout vous I'honorez; j’ignure si 
dans ce moment il traverse la mer, ou s’il est arrive en 
Hollandc. Il cst toujours coropte parmi les bons fils, et 
e’est a lui que jc dois en partie le retour de ma sante. 
Celle de Madame Schwellenberg est toujours etunnante; 
e’est apres un cracbement de sang qu’clle a repris ses 
forces. 

Vous auriez peine, madame, a reconnoitre Frog- 
more. On y construit des ruines, et bientfit on aura 
acheve un vieux batiment gothique ; ici s’el&ve un petit 


* Duke of Cambridge, t Duke of Sussex. J M. de Luc. 
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temple octogone^ dont le plafond est dessine par la Piin- 
cease Elizabeth; la on d^ouvre un hermitage^ dont elle a 
donne le niodele> &c., &c.: au reste^ nous avons un 
spectacle et des acteurs de Lotidres. Quick, suilout y 
attirait la cour et la ville. Madame de la Koche me de- 
niande toujours des nouvelles de Miss Bumey ; je lui ai 
marque depuie puu qite panni nos femmes cetebras il 
if eii est pas uiie qui porte ce nom ; niais pour quVlle ne 
soup<;onn&t point que voiis avez perdu la vie, ou moi 
i’esprit, j’ai bieii vite ajouteque les sentimens dus a Tau* 
teur de ‘ Cecilia * etaient niaiuteiiant reserves a Madame 
d’Arbiay. 

J^espere que les devoirs de votre tiouvel etat ne vous 
empecberont pas d'acquerir de nouveaux droits a !a ro- 
cotmaissunce du public; c'est un demcsvceux ; inais je 
souLaite bien plus encore que vous sachicz toujouis 
reunir ce qui est $i souvent separe—la celebrite ct le bon- 
hour. Madunie Brulard* habile dans un petit canton de 
la Suisse, ou elle a ite admise, aiiisi que Mile. d'Or* 
leans, sous uu uoni suppose. Adieu, niacbere iiiadame! 
veuillez me coiilinucr le souvenir et la bienveillance dont 
vous nrhouorcz, et agreer Tassurdnce de la haute estime 
et du tendre attachenient de 

Votre Ires devouee, 

M. E. DE LA Fite* 

Vous coniiaissez nies sentimens pour les babitans de 
Norbury; daignez eu etre Tinterprete. Je craius de ne 
pouvoir profiler cette annee de votre aiuiable hospitalite, 
mais je vous conjure d'avance de m’accorder une soiree 
quand vous viendrez a Londres* 


* Madame de Geolis. 
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Bahry, James, was born at Cork in 1741. He was the son of a 
shipmaster, and early exhibited talents for the art in which 
he aftcmards i>ecaine so distinguished. He was tauglit by 
Mr West of Dabhn, and after having, at the age of twenty- 
two» gained the Academy’s prize for the best Historical Com¬ 
position, was enabled, by the liberality of Edmund Burke, to, 
study in Italy for four yearj, where he was made a Member of 
the Academy of Bologna. He returned to England in 1770, and 
in 1776 published a work in reply to Winekel roan’s celebrated 
axiom which proclaimed the English people to be naturally 
incapacitated^ by their climate, from attaining any eminence 
in the exercise of the fine arts. In 1777 he was chosen a Royal 
Academician, and, in 3 780. Professor of Painting. 
years afterwards he was removed froni the Professor a Chair, 
and subsequently expelled from the Academy itself, through a 
cabal of his fellow Academicians, which was greatly aided by 
the eccentricity and violence of his character, approaching at 
times to insanity. His great work, or rather senes of works, 
which was painted gratuitously for the Society of Arts m the 
Adelphi, was completed*in three years. He died in 1806 , ^ 

CouRTXAY, John, was bom in Ireland in 1731. He was Secretary 
to tbe Marquis of Townshcod when Lord Lieutenant of Irriand, 
and was subsequently chosen Member of Parliament for Tam- 
worth in 1780, in 1784, and 1790. In 1783 he was appointed Sui^ 
veyor of the Ordnance and Secretary to the Master-General, and 
in 1806 was one of the Commisrioners of the Treasury. He was 
M.P. for tbe borough of Appleby from 1796 to 1812. In 1816 
he died. Besides his ‘ Philosoplucal R^eetions on the late 
Revolution in France/ (the work alluded to in the D»ary.) he 
published, in 1786, ‘APoclical Review of the literary an* 
Moral Character of Dr. Johnson/ and several other works, 

chiefly in verse. 

Gillibs, John, was bom at Brechin, in Foffkrsbire, in 1750. He 
wss etiucated at the University of Glasgow, and beci^e the 
tutor of a son of the Earl of Hopelown, with whom, he tra- 
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TeUedfor lome years. On his retitfn he settled in London. 
The work which first gave him celehnty h that in connexion 
with which he is stili the best known,•^his ^ History of Antient 
Greece>* &c. It was published in 1786. He subsequently 
published seyeral other historical. worl3 of great merit and 
yalue. He was made an LL.D. and a Member of the Royal 
and Antiquarian Societies, and was subsequently appointed 
Royal Historiographer for Scotland. He dieo in 1824. 

Gisbobxb, Dr., was Physician to his Majesty's Household at the 
period referred to ia the * Diary.' 

Glasss, Dr. Sahubl, was Rector of Hanwell, in Middlesex. It 
was to this gentleman that Mrs. Piossi once addressed the 
questions 

What is humour f What ii wit t 
Tbou that master art of it ^ 

Audi bow are they related t*' 

To which he replied,—*'As the mtisbroom is to the dunghill; 
and neither of them worth a scholar's aim or a Christian's 

• care !'’• 

Eaydw, Francis Josbph, was bom in 1732, atRhorau, a small 
town in Austria. His parents were in a rery humble stalion, 
but, like all Germans, fond of music, and, to a certain degree, 
skilled in it. The early talents exhibited by tbeir child were 
noticed by a relation, a schoolmaster at Huimburg, who ulti¬ 
mately succeeded in placing the boy under a musician named 
Reuter, in the cathedral of Vienna.' With him Haydn re¬ 
mained till the age of thirteen, when he composed a mass. He 
was dismissed from the cathedral at the age of eighteen, in con¬ 
sequence of a youthful frolic. He was early noticed and as¬ 
sisted by the celebrated Porpora, an Italian musician and 
composer, whoyisited Vienna in the suite of the Venetian am¬ 
bassador. For a considerable period he remained in very 
humble circumstances, lodging at the bouse of a barber, whose 
daughter he married. The first work which brought him into 
notice was an Opera entitled *The Devil on Two Sticks.' 
In the year 1761 he was attached to the household of Prince 
Anthony Esterhasy, and subsequently, to that of his successor, 
Prince Nicbolaa In 1791 he visited England, where he re¬ 
ceived great honours, and made a handsome sum of money by 
his compositions. The most celebrated of his works, *The 
Creation,'was not commenced till he was in his 60th year. 
He died in 1809« 

KAUTFiffANN,MABiA AifQttiCA, OM of the few femtles who have 
attained eminence in the art of painting, was the daughter 
of a Swiss painter, and was bom at Coire, in 1740. She 
dludied at Rome and Venice, and afterwards came to England, 
where she enjoyed a brilliant reputation for many years, and 
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was ultimately elected a Royal Academician* She married a 
painter named Zucohii a native ofVenicei with whom she 
aided in Italy till her death, which took place at Rome in 
1807. 


Lort» Dr. MtCRAit, was bom in Pembrokeshire in 1725. He 
was brought up at Trinity College, Cambridge, of which he 
became a Fellow/and subsequently Doctor of Divinity and 
Greek Professor. Ae was afterwards Rector successively of 
St. Matthew, Friday-street, and of Fulh%m. He died in 1790. 

MatOKB, Edmund, is chiefly known by his * Commentaries on 
ShaksiK^are.' He was bom in Dublin in 1741. His father was 
an Irish judge, and educated him at Trinity College, Dublin, 
with a view to the Bar, to which he was called in 1767; but 
as, oa the death of his fsther, he became poswssed of a com¬ 
petent fortune, he did not punue his profession, but devoted 
himself to literature. His edition of Shakspesre was published 
in 1790. He died in 1812. 


Msrry, Robsrt, the head of the Della Cruscan school of p^try. 
He was bom at London in 1755, and received a r^ular educa¬ 
tion, first at Harrow, and afterwards at ChrisVs Collej^, Ox¬ 
ford. His father was a merchant, and intended him for the 
Bar, for which he studied in Lincoln’s Inn, but soon abandoned 
that pursuit for the army, of which he as speedily grew tireiL 
and subseouenlly adopted the character of a man of letters and 
of leisure. His Della Cruscan verses were chiefly wriiten in 
Italvt and rapidly gained an extensive popularity, which they 
as tapidly lost on the appearance of Gifford's celebr^ed 
•Bftviad and Mffiviad/ In 1791 Mr, Merry married Miss 
Brunton, an actress, sister of the late Countess of Craven, 
and went with her to America. He published several draniatic 
works, but none that obtained any marked attention. Ha died 
in 1798. 

Percy, Thomas, Bishop of Dromore, in Ireland, was born at 
Bridgnorth, in the county of Salop, in 1720. He graduated at 
Christchurch, Oxford, in 1753, and was in 1766 appointed to 
the living of Wllbyc and Easton Manduit, Northamptonshire. 
In 1769 he was appointed chaplain to George II*» 
raised to the Deanery of Carlisle; and in 1703 to rte 
of Dromore. The ‘ piques of Ancient Poetry, by which 
Percy is best known, is a work that has exercised a marked 

' and most favourable influence on the poetical taste 
time. Dr. Percy was a very accomplished 
was extensively acquaint^ with several of the Oriental 

guages. He died at Dromore in IBIL 


NBit. John, wm bom in 1742. ii Cbudleigh. in 
e entered the navy at fifteen Team of age. 
at the siege of Pondicherry. At the age of twenty-four he 
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quitted^ the navy and entered the army. He greatly distin- 
guiftlied himeelf in India, as an officer of En^^itieers, and was 
promoted to a Majority. He subsequently turned his attention 
almost exclusively to geographical researches, imd the first 
public results of these, in the form of a chart of the bank and 
' current of Cape Lagullas, procured him the ap))oiutment of 
SurveyoF'General of Bengal. He subsequentlv published 
many able works connected with his favourite study, the chief 
of winch was entitled ‘ The Geographical System of Herodo*: 
tus.Explainedt' which appeared in IguO. He died in 1830. 

RoIbbrtson. WiLLiAH, D.D., was born in 1721, at Borthwick. 

He was educated, first at a grammar-school at Dalkeith, and 
. afterwards at the Univereily of Edinburgh. He commenced 
preaching in 1741,'And was shortly afterwards appointed to 
the living of Gladmuir, in East Lothian. His first literary 
production was 'The Histon of Scotland during the IteiL'ns of 
Queen Mar^ and James VI.’—a work which immediately raised 
him to eminence as an historian. It was published in 1759. 
Hit ‘History of the Reign of the Emperor Charles V.’ and his 
'History of America’—the first published in 1769 and the 
latter in 1777—raised him slill higher in repuiation. His latest 
work is that referred to in the Diary. It is entitled ‘ An His¬ 
torical Disquisition concerning the Knowledge which the An¬ 
cients had of India,’ &e. He was a member of the Royal So¬ 
ciety of Edinburgh, and of several foreign societies. He died 
at his residence near Edinburgh in 1793. 

I 

Sturm, ChristopebrCuristian, was bom at Augsburg in 1740. 
He studied at Jena and Stalle, and was in J767 appointed 
pastor of one of the churches of Stalle. His ^RoHections’ 
obtained vast popularity, and were translated into most modern 
languages. The French version of them was executed by 
Queen Christina, of Prussia. Sturm successively filled the 
office of pastor at Magdeburg and at Naumburg, at which 
latter place he died in 1786. 

Stuart, James, This distinguished antiquary and artist did 
more to call the aUention of Europe to the wonders of ancient 
architectural art existing in his day in Greece, and particularly 
at Athens, than ^1 other European travellers and antiquarians 
united. He was bom in London in 1713, and, though wholly 
dependent on his own exertions for his support, he early in life 
repaired to Rome, for the purpose of completing his studies. 
There he became acquainted with an English architect named 
Revett, with whom he subsequently travelled through Italy, 
and, in 1751, visited Athens. Here they remained for more 
than two years, drawing and measuring all the architectural 
and sculptural antiquJti^ th^r could discover. He afterwards 
' travelled for two years more, chiefly among the Greek islands, 
and returned to England io 1755. The result of these studies 
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and labours the joint production of nhat reataini fo this 
day the most mai^ficeDt as well as the most correet and au¬ 
thentic work that has yt>t been aiTen to the world on*the sub¬ 
ject of Athenian antiquities. Erst port of this splendid 
work was published (m folio) in 1 762. In the mean time Mr. 

* Stuart had acquired great reputaticn as an architect) and was 
appointed Surveyor to Greenwieli Hospital, and chosen Mem¬ 
ber of the lioyal and Antiquarian Societies. 

, He married late in h(e, and the loss of a child of three years 
of age, by the .small pox. so afFeeled him as to cause his own 
death'shortly aftcrwaids—in St»veral subsequent ptfrts 

of the * Antiquities of Athens'were published from Stuart's 
drawings, alter his death. 

Topiiam, FiDWARO, WHS the son of Dr. Topham, Judge of the 
Prerogative Cotnt at York, lie received a regular education, 
first at Eton, hikI uOerwai'dsat Trinity College, Cambridge* on 
ouitting which Utter pUco he entertsl the Guards and attained 
tne rank of Major. lie for some years filled the cquivocnl 
position ofa mnn of wit and fashion about towiV’in which 
character he obtained the materials for his fashionable paper 
entitlc<l 'The World.' lie died in 1820. 

Yoitno. ARTnnR, was the son of a learned divine who held a 
prebendul stall in tUnterhniy Cathedral, lie was bom in 174J, 
and no;uly the whole nf his long life wus devoted to studies and 
pursuits connected with the improvement of English pgricul- 
lure, lie first becai^c known to the world in 1770, by the 
pubheatidnof a usvlid work called 'The Parmer's Calender.', 
Subseimenily he established and conducted a perioiiical enti¬ 
tled 'Afinals of Agriculture.' Those publications attracted 
the attention uf the Govcnimeiit; and he was employed to ob¬ 
tain information for them tiiroughout the country, which ulti- 
niHtcly led to the establishment of the Roanl of Agriculture, of 
which he was appointed ^secretary. He also puhlishcil two 
qiMito volumes of his agiicultural tours in Ireland and Prance. 
His last puhlieations were two pocket volumes, containing ju¬ 
dicious and vKlnabfo selections from the writings of Baxter and 
of Owen: he entitled them, IJixtbrisna and Owkniaka. He 
was blind during several of the last years of his life, but 
still continuod to employ himself usefully in his favourite pur¬ 
suit, up to the period of his death, in 1820. 
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